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AUTHOR 


Mr.  T'HOMJS  MIDJDLETON,  the 

author  of  the  fojlowing  comedy,  was 
born  in  the  reign  of  queen  Elizabeth^ 
and  lived  to  a  very  great  age,  cotemporary  with 
Shakefpear^  Seaumonty  Fletcher y  MaJJengery 
Hitip woody  &c.  We  may  judge  of  his  longevity y 
by  ’  his  works  5  iince  his  firft  play  was  a^ed  in 
and  his  laft  in  166^.  He  was  oneof.the 
earlieft  poets  that  gave  us  comedy  unmix’d  with 
tragedy,  and  author  of  twenty  three  dramatick 
pieces.  ' 

That  he  was  much  efteemM  by  his  brother 
poets,  we  may  judge  by  four  lines  of  lir  William 
Lower  upon  his  comedy,  call’d,  A  Michaelmas 
Lermy  166^, 


I « 

“  Tom  Middletorty  his  numerous  ilTue  brings, 
And  his  laft  mufe  delights  us  when  Ihe  fings 
“  His  halting  age,  a  pleafure  doth  impart  5 
‘‘  And  his  white  locks,  fhews  mafier  of  his  art. 


Dramatis  Perfona?. 


Gemlemen  of  Venice, 


^uke  of  Venice. 

Camillo,  * 

Hipolito,  < 
Bentivolio.  ' 

Vi  RGILIO. 

Font  IN  EL,  the  if  oner, 

C  u  R  V  E  T  T  oj  an  oU  Letcher, 
Doyt. 

Dandiprat^ 

Lazar iLLo,  ^Spaniard. 
Pilcher,  hit  "Boy, 

Blurt,  the  Conftahle, 
Slubber,  the  Beadle, 
Truepenny. 

Frisco. 


Violetta. 

Baptist  A.  .  .  :.i 

a  Courtisoam  >  , 

Trivia,  ^  her  Maids, 
Simperina,  5 

Ladies, 

Maskers, . 

Watchmen, 

Guard, 

t  .  ■ 

•  .  I • '  • 


a 


Ki 


SCENE,  VENICE. 


Mafter-Conftable : 


OR,  THE 

Spaniard ’s  Night  - W alk. 


I  ACT  I. 

I 

I  Enter  Camillo,  with  Violetta,  Hipolito,  Baptifta,  Bentivolio, 
^7;^  Virgilio,  as  returning  from  roar,  emery  one  rolth  a  glome 
in  his  hat  ladles  roith  thsm  j  Doyt,  and  Dandiprat. 


I 

i 

I 

♦ 


Hipolito. 


Ay,  marry,  fir  j  the  only  rifing  up  in  arms,  is  in  the 
arms  of  a  woman  :  Peace  is  your  only  paradife  j 
when  every  Adam  may  have  his  chriflmas  Erne: 
And  you  take  me  lying  any  more  by  the  cold  fides  of  a 
brazen  face  field-piece,  unleis  I  have  fuch  a  down  pillow 
under  me.  I’ll  give  you  leave  to  knock  up  both  my  golles 
in  my  father’s  hall,  and  hang  hats  upon  thefe  tenpenny 
nails. 

Viol.  And  yet,  brother,  when  with  the  Iharpeft  hooks 
of  my  wit,  I  labour’d  to  pull  you  frcm  the  wars,  you 

B  broke 
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broke  loofe,  like  a  horfe  that  knew  his  own  flrength,  and 
vow’d,  nothing  but  a  man  of  war  fhou’d  back  you. 

////>,  1  have  been  back’d  fince,  and  almoli  unback’d 

too. 

«  ■  .  . 

Viol.  And  fwore  that  honour  was  never  dy’d  in  grain, 
’till  it  was  dipp’d  in  the  colours  of  the  field. 

Hip.  I  am  a  new  man,  fifter,  and  now  cry  a  pox  o’  that 
honour,  that  muft  have  none  but  barber-furgeons  to  wait 
upon’t,  and  a  band  of  poor  flraggling  rafcals,  that,  every 
twinckling  of  an  eye,  forfeit  their  legs,  and  arms,  into  the 
lord’s  hands  :  Wenches,  by  Afars  his  fweaty  buff  jerkin. 

I  have  feen  more  men’s  heads  Ipurn’d  up  and^Jown,  like 
foQt-balls  at  a  breakfaft,  after  the  , hungry,,  cappns  had 
pick’d  them,  than  are  maiden-heads  in  Venice’,  and  more 
legs  of  men  ferved  in  at  a  dinner,  than  ever  I  fliall  fee 
legs  of  capons,  in  one  difh,  whilfl  I  live. 

Lady.  Perhaps,  all  thofe  were  capons  legs. 

Llrg.  Nay,  miflrefs.  I’ll  witnefs  againft  you  for  feme  of 
them. 

V'ol.  I  do  not  think,  for  all  this,  that  my  brother  flood 
to  it  fo  luilily  as  he  makes  his  brags. 

Lady.  No,  no,  thele  great  talkers  are  never  great 

doers. 

Viol.  Faith,  brother,  how  rhany  did  you  kill  for  your 
fliare  ? 

Hip.  Not  fo  many  as  thou  haft  done  with  that  villainous 
eye,  by  a  thoufand.  ■ 

Viol.  I  thought  fo  much  >  that’s  juft  none. 

Cam.  ’Tis  not  a  foldier’s  glory  to  tell  how  many  lives  he 
has  ended,  but  how  many  he  has  faved  3  in  both  which 
honours  the  noble  Hipolito  had  moft  excellent  pofTeflion. 
Believe  it,  my  fair  miftrefs,  though  many  men,  in  a  battle,  ! 
have  done  more,  your  brother,  in  this,  equall’d  him  who 
did  moft :  He  went  from  you  a  worthy  gentleman  3  -he 
brings  with  him  that  title  that  makes  a  gentleman  moft 
worthy,  the  name  of  a  foldier,  which  how  well,  and  how 
foon,  he  hath  earn’d,  would,  in  me,  feem  glorious  to  re-  : 
hearfe  5  in  you,  to  hear)  but,  becaufe  his  own  ear  dwells  ' 
fo  near  my  voice,  I  will  play  the  ill  neighbour,  and  ceafe  ; 
to  fpeak  well  of  him.  I 


Viol. 
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Viol  An  argument  that  either  you  dare  not,  or  love  not, 
to  flatter. 

Cam.  No  more  than  I  dare,  or  love,  to  do  wrong  j  yet, 
to  make  a  chronicle  of  my  friend’s  nobly-aded  deeds, 
would  fland  as  far  from  flattery  in  me,  as  cowardife  did 
from  him. 

Hip.  ’Sfoot,  ,  if  all  the  wit  in  this  company  have  nothing 
to  fet  itfelf  about,  but  to  run  derifion  upon  me,  why  then, 
e’en  burn  off  mine  ears,  indeed  >  but  my  litde  mermaids, 
flgnior  CamlllOf  does  this,  that  I  now  might  defcribe  the 
nlnivltlcal  motion  of  the  whole  battle,  and  fo  tell  what  lie 
has  done)  but  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  I  fliall  make  your 
hair  (land  up  an  end  at  fome  things. 

,  -Pr’ythee,  good  brother  foldier,  keep  the  peace: 
Why,  my  lord  Cannlloy  you  invited  me  hither  to  a  ban¬ 
quet,  :  not  to  the  hallad  of  a  pitch’d  field. 

Cam.  And  here  it  (lands,  bright  miflrefs,  fweetly  at^ 
tending  what  doom  your  fweet  lips  will  lay  upon  it. 

Viol.  Ay,  marry,  fir,  let  our  teeth  defcribe  this  mo¬ 
tion. 

zd  Lady.  We  (hall  never  defcribe  it  well,  for  fumbling 
V  th’  mouth. 

Hip.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  a  trick  to  make  us  underfiand  one 
another,  and  we  fumble  never  (b. - 

Viol.  Meddle  not  with  his  tricks,  fweetheart )  under  par¬ 
don,  my  lord,  though  I  am  your  gueft.  I’ll  beftow  my- 
felf )  fit,  dear  beauties)  for  the  men,  let  them  take  up 
places  themfelves :  I  pr’ythee,  brother  fighter,  talk  of  any 
fubjed,  but  this  jangling  law  at  arms. 

Hip.  The  law  at  legs,  then. 

Viol.  No,  nor  legs  neither )  we’ll  have  them  ty’d  up  too, 
fince  you  are  among  ladies  :  Gallants,  handle  thofe  things 
only,  that  are  fit  for  ladies. 

Hip.  Agreed,  fo  that  we  go  not  out  of  the  compafs  of 
thofe  things  that  are  fit  for  lords. 

Viol.  Be’t  fo  )  what’s  the  theme,  then  ? 

iji  Lady.  Beauty  )  that  fits  us  bed. 

Cam.  And  of  beauty, ,  what  tongue  would  not  fpeak  the 
beft  )  fince  it  is  the  jewel  that  hangs  upon  the  brow  of 
heaven)  the  beft  colour  that  can  be  laid  upon  the  cheek  of 

B  z  earth*. 
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earth  ;  Beauty  makes  men  gods  immortal,  by  making  mor¬ 
tal  men  to  live  ever  in  love. 

zd  Lady.  Ever  ?  not  fo ;  I  have  heard,  that  fome  men 
have  dy’d  for  love. 

Viot.  So  have  I,  but  I  could  never  fee  it :  Pd  ride  forty 
miles  to  follow  fuch  a  fellow  to  church  5  and  would  make 
more  of  a  fprig  of  rofemary  at  his  burial,  than  of  a  gilded 
bride-branch,  at  mine  own  wedding. 

Cam.  Take  you  fuch  delight  in  men  that  die  for  love  ? 

Viol.  Not  in  the  men,  nor  in  the  death,  but  in  the  deed : 
Troth,  I  think,  he  is  not  a  found  man,  that  will  die  for  a 
woman,  and  yet,  I  would  never  love  a  man  foundly,  that 
would  not  knock  at  death’s  door,  for  my  love. 

Hip.  Pd  knock  as  long  as  I  thought  good,  but  have  my 
brains  knock’d  out  when  I  enter’d,  if  I  were  he. 

Cam.  What  Venetian  gentleman  was  there,  that  having 
this  in  his  burgonet,  did  not  (to  prove  his  head  worthy  of 
the  honour)  do  more  than  defy  death  to  the  very  face  ? 
truft  us,  ladies,  our  figniory  Hands  bound  in  greater  fums 
pf  thanks,  to  your  beauties,  for  vidory,  than  to  our  valour : 
My  dear  Violetta,  one  kifs  to  this  pidure  of  your  whiteft 
hand,  when  I  was  even  faint,  with  giving,  and  receiving, 
the  dole  of  war,  fet  a  new  edge  on  my  fword  :  Infomuch, 
that  I  Tingled  out  a  gallant  fpirit  of.  France, 

And  charged  him  with  my  launce,  in  full  career  3 
And  after  a  rich  exchange  of  noble  courage, 

(The  fpace  of  a  good  hour,  on  either  fide) 

At  lafi:  crying,  ‘  Now  for  Violetta’s  honour,’ 

I  vanquilh’d  him,  and  him,  difmounted,  took. 

Not  to  myfelf,  but  prifoner  to  my  love. 

Viol.  I  hSve  heard  much  praife  of  that  French  gallant  3 
.good,  my  lord,  bring  him  acquainted  with  our  eyes. 

Cam.  I  will :  Go,  boy,  fetch  noble  Fontinel. 

[Exit  Boy, 

Enter  Fontinel. 

Cam.  Pr’ythee,  have  done  3  here  Como’s  the  prifoner. 

Viol.  My  lord  Camillo,  is  this  the  gentleman, 

Whofe  valour,  by  your  valour,  is  fubdued  I 

Cam.  It  is,  fair  lady,  and  I  yield  him  up,  . 

To  be  your  beauty’s  worthy  prifoner. 

Viol. 
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Viol.  Fair  ftranger,  droop  not^  fince  the  chance  of 
wars 

Brings  to  the  foldier  death  reftraint,  or  wounds. 

Font.  Lady,  I  know  the  fortune  of  the  wai¬ 
ls  death,  with  honour,  or  with  fliame,  to  yield 
As  I  have  done. 

Viol.  In  that  no  fcandal  lies.. 

Font.  My  reputation’s  loft.. 

Viol.  Nay,  that’s  not  fo : 

The  eye  of  war  relpeds  not  you,  nor  him. 

Hi^.  Enough  of  this.  Come,  wenches,  (hake  your 
heels. . 

Font.  Cmnillo,.  I  ftiall  curb  thy  tyranny 
In  making  me  that  lady’s  prifoner : 

She  has  an  angel’s  form  I  Come,  captivity. 

And  chain  me  to  her  looks  :  How  am  I  toft  I 
Being  twice  in  mind,  as  twice  in  body  loft. 

[Whilfi  Fontinei  fpeaksy  they  dance  a  flram-y  Vio¬ 
letta,  on  A  Judden,  breah  off  y  the  refi  Jland^ 
talking. 

Cam.  Not  the  meafure  out,  faip^miftrefs?' 

Viol.  No,  fair  fervant,  not  the  meafure  out)  I  have,  on 
the  fudden,  a  foolifti  defire  to  be  out  of  the  meafure.  * 
Cam.  What  breeds  that  defire  ? 

Viol.  Nay,  I  hope,  it  is  no  breeding  matter  3  tufti,  tufli,. 
by  my  maiden-head,  I  will  not  3  the  mufick  likes  me  not, 
and  I  have  a  ftioe  wrings  me  to  the  heart  3  befides,  I  have 
a  woman’s  reafon,  ^  I  will  not  dance,  becaufe  I  will  not 
^  dance  :’  Pr’ythee,  dear  hero,  take  my  prifoner  there,  intoi 
the  meafure  3  fy,  I  cannot  abide  to  fee  a  man  fad,  nor 
idle.  ** 

Font.  Lady,  bid  him,  whofe  heart  no  forrow  feels. 

Tickle  the  rulhes  with  his  wanton  heels.; 

I  have  too  muc}:^dead  at  naine. 

I  fl  Lady.  ril4»8ke  it  light. 

Font.  How?  ^  * 

ifl  Lady.  By  a  nimble  dance. 

Font.  You  hit  it  right. 

^Ji  Lady.  Your  keeper  bids  you  dance. 

E  3  pQflP\ 
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Font.  Then,  I  obey  : 

My  heart,  .1  feel,  grows  light  j  it  melts  away. 

[They  dance  \  Violetta  by^  marking  Fontinel. 

.  Viol.  In  troth,  a  very  pretty  Frenchman }  the  carriage  of 
his  body  likes  me  well  >  fo  does  his  footing  >  fo  does  his 
face )  fo  does  his  eye,  above  his  face  >  fo  does  himfelf, 
above  all  that  can  be  above  himfelf. 

Cam.  Camillo,  thou  haft  play’d  a  foolifti  part  > 

Thy  prifoner  makes  a  flave  of  thy  love’s  heart. 

Viol.  Shall  Camillo  then  fing  willow,  willow,  willow  ?  not 
for  the  world  :  No,  no,  my  French  prifoner,  I  will  ufe  thee, 
Cuyid  knows  how,  and  teach  thee  to  fall  into  the  hands  of 
a  woman :  So,  the  dance  is  done,  and  my  heart  has  done 
her  worft  ^  made  me  in  love.  Farewel,  my  lord,  I  have 
much  hafte)  you  have  many  thanks  >  I  am  anger’d  a  little, 
but  am  greatly  pleafed :  If  you  wonder  that  I  take  this 
ft  range  leave,  excufe  it  thus,  that  women  are  ftrange  fools, 
will  take  any  thing.  [Exit. 

hip.  Tricks,  tricks  >  kerry  merry,  buff:  How  now, 
lad,  in  a  trance  ? 

Cam.  Strange  farewel  !  After,  dear  Hipolito. 

[Exeunt. 

Font.  Strange  frenzy !  After,  ^vretched  Fontinel! 

Oh !  what  a  heaven  is  love !  or  what  a  hell !  [Exit. 
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ACT  II. 


Enter  Lazarillo  melancholy y  and  Pilcher,  his  boy. 


La'zarillo. 


Boy,  I  am  melancholy,  becaufe  I  burn. 

Pile.  And  I  am  melancholy,  becaufe  I  am  cold. 

Lax..  I  pine  away  with  the  defire  of  fleih. 

Pile.  It's  neither  fleih  nor  filh  that  I  pine  for,  but 
for  both. 

Lax,.  Pilcher,  Cu^id  hath  got  me  a  ftomach,  and  I  long 
for  laced  mutton. 

Pile.  Plain  mutton,  without  a  lace,  would  ferve  me. 

Lax.  For,  as  your  tame  monkey,  is  your  only  befl,  and 
moft  only  beafl;  to  your  Spanijh  lady )  or,  as  your  tobacco, 
is  your  only  fmoker  away  of  rheum,  and  all  other  rheuma- 
tick  difeafes  j  or,  as  your  Irijh  loufe  does  bite,  moft  natu¬ 
rally,  fourteen  weeks  after  the  change  of  your  falfron  feam’d 
Ihirt^  or,  as  the  commodities  which  are  fent  out  of  the 
low-countries,  and  put  in  veflels,  call’d.  Mother  Cornelius 
dry-fats,  are  moft  common  in  France  >  fo  it  pleafeth  the 
deftinies,  that  I  fliould  thirft  to  drink  out  of  a  moft  fweet 
Italian  veffel,  being  a  Spaniard.  • 

Pile.  What  veflfel  is  that,  flgnior  ? 

Lax.  A  woman,  Pilcher  j  the  moift  handed  Madona 
Imperia  ^  a  moft  rare  and  divine  creature ! 

Pile.  A  moft  rafcally  damn’d  courtezan ! 

Lax.  Boy,  haft  thou  foraged  the  country,  for  a  new 
lodging  ?  for  I  have  fworn,  to  lay  my  bones  in  this  city  of 
V mice. 

Pile.  Any  man,  that  fees  us,  will  fwear  that  we  fhall  both 
lay  our  bones,  and  nothing  but  bones,  and  we  ftalk  here 

longer ; 
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longer :  They  tell  me^  fignior,  I  mull  go  to  the  conftabIe>. 
and  he  is  to  fee  you  lodged. 

haz.  Enquire  for  that  bufy  member  of  the  city. 

Enter  Doyt,  und  Dandiprat,  facing  over.- 

Pile.  I  will )  and  here  comes  a  leafti  of  informers. 
Save  you,  plump  youths. 

Dand.  And  thee>  my  lean  flripling. 

Pile.  Which  is  the  eonftable’s  houfe  ? 

E>ovt.  That,  at  the  fign  of  the  Brown  Bill. 

Pile.  Farewel. 

Dand.  Why,  and  farewel  .>  the  rogue’s  made  of  pye* 
cruft,  he’s  fo  ihort. 

Pile.  The  officious  gentleman  inherits  here. 

\_Ht  kmc  hi. 

Laz.  Knock,  or  enter,  and  let  thy  voice  pull  him  out  by 
the  ears. 

Doyt.  ’Slid,  Dandiprat,  this  is  the  Spanijh  curtal,  that, 
in  the  laft  battle,  fled  twenty  miles  e’er  he  look’d  behind 
him. 

Dand.  Doyt,  he  did  the  wifer  j  but,  firrah,  this,  block 
lliall  be  a  rare  threftiold  for  us  to  whet  our  wits  upon : 
Come,  let’s  about  our  bufinefs,  and-,  if  here  we  find  him, 
at  our  return,  he  ftiall  find  us  this  month,  in  knavery. 

[^Exeimt. 

Pile.  What,  hoj.  nobody  (peaks  y  where  dwells  the 
eon  ft  able  ? 

Enter  Blurt,  and  Slubber  the  beadle. 

Blurt.  Here  dwells  the  conftable :  Call  afliftance  y  give 
them  my  full  charge.  —  What  are  you,  fir  ? 

Pile.  Follower  to  that  *S](>^«//h-leather  gentleman. 

Blurt.  And  what  are  you,,  fir,  that  cry  out  upon  me  ? 
Look  to  his  tools.  What  are  you,  fir  I  fpeak )  what  are 
you  ?  I  charge  you,  what  are  you  ? 

Laz.  Moft  clear  mirrour  of  magiftrates,  I  am  a  fervitor 
to  god  Mars. 

Blurt.  For  your  ferving  of  God,  I  am  not  to  meddle : 
Why  do  you  raife  me 

-  Laz.  I  defire  to  have  a  wide  room,  in  your  favour : 

Sweet 
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Sweet  blood,  caft  away  your  name  upon  me )  for  I  neither 
know  you  by  your  face,  nor  by  your  voice. 

Blurt.  It  may  befo,  fir  j  I  have  three  voices  in  any  com¬ 
pany  :  One,  as  I  am  Mafter-Conflable  5  another,  as  I  am 
Blurt )  and  the  third,  as  I  am  Blurt,  Mafter-Conftable. 

Laz.  I  underfland,  you  are  a  mighty  pillar,  or  pofl,  in 
the  city. 

Blurt.  I  am  a  poor  poll,  but  not  to  ftand  at  every  man’s 
door,  without  my  bench  of  bill-men :  I  am  (for  a  better) 
the  duke’s  own  image,  and  charge  you,  in  his  name,  to 
obey  me. 

Laz.  I  do  fo. 

Blurt.  I  am  to  (land,  fir,  in  any  baudy-houfe,  or  fink 
of  wickednefs ;  I  am  the  duke’s  own  grace  j  and, 
in  any  fray,  or  refurre^lion,  am  to  bcflir  my  flumps  as  well 
as  he  j  I  charge  you  know  this  flaff. 

Stub.  Turn  the  arms  to  him. 

Blurt.  Upon  this  may  I  lean,  and  no  man  fay,  black’s 
mine  eye. 

Laz.  Whofbever  fays  you  have  a  black  eye,is  a  camooche. 
Moft  great  Blurt,  I  do  unpent-houfe  the  roof  of  my  car- 
cafs,  and  touch  the  knee  of  thy  ofiTice  in  Spanifi  comple¬ 
ment  3  I  defire  to  fofourn  in  your  city. 

Blurt.  Sir,  fir,  (for  fault  of  a  better)  I  am  to  charge 
you  not  to  keep  a  foldieringin  our  city  without  a  precept  3 
befides,  by  my  office,  I  am  to  fearch,  and  examine  you : 
Have  you  the  duke’s  hand  to  pafs. 

Laz.  Signior,  no  3  I  have  the  general’s  hand  at  large, 
and  all  his  fingers. 

Blurt.  Except  it  be  for  the  general  good  of  the  com¬ 
monwealth,  the  general  cannot  lead  you  up  and  down  our 
city. 

Laz.  I  have  the  general’s  hand  to  pafs  through  the' 
world,  at  my  pleafure. 

Blurt.  At  your  pleafure  ?  that’s  rare!  then  rowly,  powly, 
our  wives  lhall  lie  at  your  command  :  Your  general  has  no 
fuch  authority  in  my  precind;  3  and,  therefore,  I  charge 
you,  pafs  no  further. 

Laz.  I  tell  thee,  I  will  pafs  through  the  world,  thou  little 
morfel  of  jufliee,  and  eat  twenty  fuch  as  thou  art. 
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Blurt.  Sir,  fir,  you  lliall  find  Vetiice-  out  of  the  world : 
ril  tickle  you  for  that, 

Laz.  I  will  pafs  through  the  world,  as  Alexander  mag- 
nus  did,  to  conquer. 

Blurt.  As  ulUxa?ider  of  faint  Magnus  did  ?  that’s  another 
matter  :  You  might  have  inform’d  this  at  the  firft,  and  you 
never  needed  to  have  come  to  your  anfwer.  Let  me  fee 
your  pafs  >  if  it  be  not  the  duke’s  hand,  I’ll  tickle  you  for 
all  this ;  C^ickly,  I  pray )  this  fiaff  is  to  walk  in  other 
places. 

Laz.  There  it  is. 

Blurt.  Slubber^  read  it 'over. 

Laz.  Read  it  yourfelf  j  what  Befoman  is  that  ? 

Blurt.  This  is  my  clerk,  fir  )  he  has  been  clerk  to  a  good 
many  bonds  and  bills  of  mine  >  I  keep  him  only  to  read  > 
for,  I  cannot  5  my  office  will  not  let  me, 

Pile.  Why  do  you  put  on  your  Ipedaeles,  then? 

Blurt.  To  fee  that  he  read  right.  How  now,  Slubber , 
is’t  the  duke’s  hand  ?  '  I’ll  tickle  him  elfe. 

Slub.  Mafs,  ’tis  not  like  his  hand. 

Blurt.  Look  well  5  the  duke  has  a  wart  on  the  back  of 
his  hand. 

Slub.  Here’s  none,  on  my  word,  Mafier-Confiable,  but 
a  little  blot. 

Blurt.  Blot  ?  let’s  fee,  let’s  fee  5  ho,  that  flan  js  for  the 
wart  3  do  you  fee  the  trick  of  that  ? 

Slub.  Yes:  ’Tis  a  goodly  great  long  hand. 

Blurt.  So  has  the  duke  a  goodly  huge  hand  3  I  have 
ihook  him  by  it,  God  forgive  me,  ten  thoufand  times : 
He  mufl  pafs  like  Alexander  of  faint  Magnus.  Your  name, 
fir  ? 

Laz.  Lazar  ilk  de  Tormei  in  Caftiky  couzen-germain  to 
the  adolantado  of  Spain. 

Blurt.  Are  you  fo,  fir  ?  God’s  blefTing  on  your  heart : 
Your  name  again,  fir,  if  it  be  not  too  tedious  for  you  ? 

Laz.  Lazarillo  de  formes  in  Cajiile,  couzen-germain  to 
the  Spanijh  adolantado. 

Slub.  I  warrant  he’s  a  great  man  in  his  own  country. 

Blurt.  He  has  a  good  name  :  Slubber,  fet  it  down :  Write, 
Lazarus  in  torment  at  the  caltle,  and  a  coz’ning  German, 

at 
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at  the  fign  of  the  falantido  diddle  in  Spain.  So,  fir,  you 
are  ingrofl^  you  mufl  give  my  officer  a  groat)  it’s  nothing 
to  me,  fignior. 

Laz.  I  will  cancel  when  it  comes  to  a  fum. 

Blurt.  Well,  fir,  well,  he  fhall  give  you  an  itemfor’t) 
make  a  bill. 

Laz.  Mofl  admirable  Blurt,  I  am  a  man  of  war,  and 
pro.  efs- fighting. 

Blurt.  I  charge  you,  in  the  duke’s  name,  keep  the 
peace  ! 

Laz.  By  your  fweet  favour,  mofl  dear  Blurty  you  charge 
toofafl  )  I  am  a  hanger  on  upon  Mars,  and  have  a  few 
crowns. - - 

.  Pile.  Two:  His  own  and  mine. 

Laz.  And  defire  you  to  point  out  a  fair  lodging  for  me, 
and  my  train. 

Blurt.  ’Tis  my  office,  fignior,  to  take  men  up  a  nights ) 
but,  if  you  will,  my  maids  fhall  take  you  up  a  mornings, 
fince  you  profefs  fighting :  I  will  commit  you,  fignior,  to 
mine  own  houfe  j  but  will  you  pitch  and  pay,  or  will  your 
vvorfliip  run - 

Laz.  I  fcorn  to  run  from  the  face  of  ^hamer  Cham. 

Blurt.  Then,  fir,  you  mean  not  to  run  t 

Laz'.  Signior,  no. 

Blurt.  Bear  witnefs.  Slubber,  that  his  anfwer  is,  fignior, 
no.  So  now,  if  he  runs  upon  the  fcore,  I  have  him  flrait 
upon  fignior,  no.  This  is  my  houfe,  fignior,  enter. 

Laz.  March,  excellent  Blurt :  Attend,  Pilcher. 

\Exeunt. 

Enter 'Dorji,  and  Dandiprat. 

Pile.  Upon  your  trencher,  fignior,  mofl  hungerly. 

Dop.  Now,  firrah,  where’s  thy  mafier  ? 

Pile.  The  conflable  has  prefs’d  him. 

,  Doyt.  What,  for  a  foldier  ? 

Pile.  Ay,  for  a  foldier)  but  e’er  he’ll  go,  I  think, 
indeed,  he  and  I  together,  fhall  prefs  the  conflable. 

Band.  No  matter )  fqueeze  him,  and  leave  no  more  li¬ 
quor  in  him  than  in  a  dry’d  neat’s-tongue.  Sirrah  thin- 
gut,  what’s  thy  name? 


Pile. 
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Pile.  My  name,  you  chops?  why,  I  am  of  the  blood 
of  the  Pilchers., 

Band.  Nay,  ’sfcot,  if  one  fhould  kill  thee,  he  could  not 
be  hang’d  for’t,  for  he  would  Ihed  no  blood  j  there’s  none 
ill  thee.  Pilcher  /  thou  art  a  moft  pitiful  dry’d  one. 

Doyt.  I  wonder  thy  mafler  does  not  flice  thee,  and  fwal- 
low  thee,  for  an  anchove. 

Pile.  He  wants  wine,  boy,  to  fwallow  me  down  j  for  he 
wants  money  to  fwallow  down  wine :  But,  farewcl  >  I  muft 
dog  my  mailer. 

Band.  As  long  as  thou  dog’fl  a  Spaniard^  thou’lt  ne’er 
be  fatter  ;  But,  ftay  5  our  hafie  is  as  great  as  thine  >  yet, 
to  endear  ourfelves  into  thy  lean  acquaintance,  cry,  Riv9 
heghj  laugh  and  be  fat  j  and,  for  joy  that  we  are  met, 
we’ll  meet,  and  be  merry  :  Sing. 

Pile.  I’ll  make  a  ihift  to  fqueak. 

Boyt.  And  I. 

Band.  And  I  j  for  my  profeflion  is,  to  Ihift,  as  well  as 
you.  Hemj  fing. 

Boyt.  What  meat  eats  the  Spaniard^ 

Pile.  Dry’d  pilchers,  and  poor  John. 

Band.  Alas  !  thou  art  almoft  marr’d. 

Pik.  My  cheeks  are  fall’n  and  gone. 

Voyt.  Would’ft  thou  not  leap  at  a  piece  of  meat  ? 

Pile.  O!  how  my  teeth  do  water  !  I  could  eat 
For  the  heavens  3  my  flefli  is  almofl  gone. 

With  eating  of  Vilchery  and  Foor-^ohn.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Fonfenel  from  tennis,  and  Truepenny  with  him. 

Pont:  Am  I  fo  happy,  then  ? 

^ruep.  Nay,"  fweet  monfieur. 

Font.  O,  boy !  thou  haft  new  wing’d  my  captive’d 
foul : 

Now,  to  my  fortune,  all  the  fates  may  yield. 

For  I  have  won,  where  ftrft  I  loft  the  field. 

Truep.  Why,  fir,  did  my  miftrefs  prick  you  with  the 
Spanijh  needle  of  her  love,  before  I  fummon’d  you  to 
this  ‘ 


Font.  Doubts  thou  that,  boy. 

Truep.  Of  mine  honefty,  I  doubt  extremely  j  for,  I  can¬ 
not  fee  the  little  god’s  tokens  upon  you :  There  is  as  much 
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difTerence  between  you  and  a  lover,  as  between  a  cuckold 
and  a  unicorn. 

Font.  Why,  boy? 

Truep.  For  you  do  not  wear  a  pair  of  ruffled,  frowning*, 
ungarter’d  ftockings,  like  a-  gallant  that  hides  his  fmall  tim¬ 
ber’d  legs,  with  a  quail-pipe  boot  j  your  hofe  Hands  upon 
too  many  points,  and  are  not  troubled  with  that  falling  lick- 
nefs,  which  follows-  pale,  meagre,  miferable,  melan¬ 
choly  lovers  :  Your  hands  are  not  groping  conti¬ 
nually. 

JFotit.  Where,  my  little  obferver  ? 

^ruep.  In  your  greafy  pocket,  fir,  like  one  that  wants  3- 
cloak  for  the  rain,  and  yet  is  ftill  weather-beaten ;  Your  hat, 
nor  head,  are  not  of  the  true  hey  ho  block  j  for,  it  fliould 
be  broad-brimm’d,  limber,  like  the  Ikin  of  a  white  pudding, 
when  the  meat  is  out  >  the  facing,  fatty  j  the  felt,  dufty  j 
and  not  enter’d  into  any  band  >  but  your  hat  is  of  the  na¬ 
ture  of  a  loofe,  light,  heavy-fwelling  wench,  too  ftrait  laced  : 
I  tell  you,  monfieur,  a  lover  fhould  be  all  loofe  from  the 
Ibal  of  the  foot  rifmg  upward,  and  from  the  bafes,  or  con¬ 
fines  of  the  floap,  falling  downwards ;  If  you  were  in  my 
midrefs’s  chamber,  you  fhould  find  other-gates,  privy  figns 
of  love  hanging  out  there. 

Font.  Have  your  little  eyes  watch’d  fo  narrowly. 

Fruep.  Ohl  fir,  a  page  mufl  have  a  cat’s  eye,  a  fpaniel’s 
leg,  a  whore’s  tongue,  a  little  tailing  of  the  cog,  a  catch- 
pole’s  hand,  (what  he  grips  is  his  own)  and  a-  little 
baudy; 

Font.  Fair  FioUtta,  I  will  wear  thy  love, 

Like  this  French  order,  near  unto  my  heart. 

E?iter  Camillo,  and  Hipolito,  from  tennis  >  Doyt,  and 
Dandiprat,  roith  their  cloaks  and  rapiers. 

Cam.  Now,  by  faint  Mark,  he’s  a  moH  treacherous 
villain  1 

Dare  the  bafe  Frenchman’’ s  eye  gaze  on  my  love  ? 

Nay,  fweet  rogue,  why  would’Il  thou  make  his' 
face  a  vizard,  to  have  two  loop  holes  only  ?  When  he 
comes  to  a  good  face,  may  he  not  do  with  his  eyes  what 
he  will  ?  ’Sfoot,  if  I  were  as  he,  Fd  pull  them  out,  and 
if  I  will  they  would  anger  thee. 

C  Cam. 
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Cam.  Thou  add’ft  heat  to  my  rage  >  away,  {land 


back 


Diflionour’d  flave,  more  treacherous  than  bafe. 

This  is  the  inftance  of  my  fconi’d  difgrace. 

Fo?it.  7Tou  ill  advifed  Italian^  whence  proceeds 
This  fudden  fury. 

Cam.  Villain  !  from  thee. 

Hip.  Hercules  (land  between  them. 

Font.  Villain  !  by  my  blood, 

I  am  as  free  born  as  your  Veyiice  duke. 

Villain !  faint  Denis ^  and  my  life  to  boot, 

Thy  lips  lliall  kifs  this  pavement,  or  my  foot. 

Hip.  Your  foot,  with  a  pox  ?  I  hope,  you’re  no  pope,  fir. 
His  lips  lhall  kifs  my  filler’s  foft  lip  j  and  thine,  the  tough 
lips  of  this :  —  Nay,  fir,  I  do  but  fhew  you  that  I  have  a 
tool.  Do  you  hear,  faint  Denis.,  but  that  we  both  Hand 
upon  the  narrow  bridge  of  honour,  I  Ihould  cut  your 
throat  now,  for  pure  love  you  bear  to  my  filler. 

Cam.  Wilt  thou  not  llab  the  peafant, 

That  thus  difhonours  both  thyfelf  and  me  ? 

Hip.  Saint  Mark  fet  his  marks  upon  me,  then.  Stab  ? 
ril  have  my  fliins  broken  e’er  I’ll  fcratch  fo  much  as  the 
ikin  off,  at  the  law  of  arms.  Shall  I  make  a  Frenchman 
cry,  oh  !  before  the  fall  of  the  leaf?  not  I,  by  the  crofs 
of  this,  Da7idlprat. 

Band.  If  you  will,  hr,  you  fhall  coin  me  into  a 
Ihilling. 

Hip.  I  fliall  lay  too  heavy  a  crofs  upon  thee, 
then. 

Cam.  Is  this  a  time  to  jell  ?  Boy,  call  my  fer- 
vants. 

Gentlemen,  to  the  drelTer. 


Enter  fervants. 


Cam.  Seize  on  F07itinel, 


And  lodge  him  in  a  dungeon,  prefently.  ( 

Font.  He  heps  upon  his  death,  that  llirs  a  foot. 
Cam.  That  lhall  1  try  >  as  in  the  field  before 
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I  made  thee  (loop,  fo,  here,  I’ll  make  thee  bow. 

Font.  Thou  plaid’d  the  foldier,  then)  the  villain, 
now. 

[Camillo,  and  his  menj  jet  upon  hlmy  get  him  domi^ 
difwea^n  hinif  and  hold  him  fajl. 

Fo7it.  Treacherous  Italians  t 
Cam.  Haul  him  to  a  dungeon  : 

There,  if  your  thoughts  can  apprehend  the  form 
Of  Violetta^  doat  on  her  rare  feature. 

Or  if  your  proud  flefh,  with  a  fparing  diet. 

Can  dill  retain  her  fwelling  fprightfulnefs, 

Then  court,  indead  of  her,  the  croaking  vermin. 

That  people  that  mod  folitary  vault. 

Hip.  But,  firrah  Camillo,  wilt  thou  play  the  wife  and 
venerable  bearded  Mader-Condable,  and  commit  him,  in¬ 
deed,  becaufe  he  would  be  meddling  in  thy  precincd,  and 
will  not  put  oIF  the  cap  of  his  love,  to  the  brown-bill  ot 
thy  defires?  Well,  thou  had  given  the  law  of  arms  a 
broken  pate  already  >  therefore,  if  thou  wilt  needs  turn, 
broker,  and  be  a  cut-throat  too,  do :  For  my  part,. 
I’ll  go  get  a  fweet  ball,  and  wafii  my  hands  of  it. 

Cam.  Away  with  him )  my  life  (hall  anfwer  it. 

Font.  To  prifbn,  mud  I  then  ?  well,  I  will  go. 

And,  with  a  light-wing’d  (pirit,  conquer  woe 
For,  in  the  darked  hell  on  earth.  I’ll  find 
Her  fair  idea,  to  content  my  mind. 

Yet  France,  and  Italy,  with  blider’d  tongue. 

Shall  publiih  thy  difiionour,  in  my  wrong. 

Oh !  now,  how  happy  wert  thou,  could’d  thou  lodge 
me 

Where  I  could  leave  to  love  her  ! 

Cam.  By  heaven,  I  can. 

Font.  Thou  cand  ?  Oh  1  happy  mau ! 

Her  heart,  no  doubt,  will  thy  affedions  feel ) 
i  For  thou’lt  plead  fighs,  in  blood,  and  tears,  in  dee!. 

I  Boy,  tell  my  love,  her  love,  thus  fighing,  fpake. 

I’ll  vail  my  cred  to  death  for  her  dear  fake. 

\Fxit  with  fcrvantr. 

Cam.  Boy)  what  boy  is  that? 

C  2  Hip. 
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Hip.  Is’t  you,  fir  Pandarusy  the  broken  knight  o’^ 
^roy  1  are  your  two  legs  the  pair  of  tref&ls,  for  French- 
mnn  to  get  up  upon  my  fifier  ? 

^'ruep.  By  the  nine  worthies,  worthy  gallants,  not  I  j 
I,  a  gentleman  for  convenience  ?  I,  fir  Pmdarus  ?  would 
Troy  then  were  in  my  breeches,  and  I  burnt  worfe  than  poor 
Troy.  Sweet  fignior,  you  know,  I  know,  and  all  Venice 
knows,  that  my  mifirefs  fcorns  double  dealing  with  her 
heels.  ^ 

Hip.  With  her  heels?  O,  here’s  a  fure  pocket  dog,  and  ’ 
my  fifier  fhoots  him  off  fnip  fhap,  at  her  pleafure.  Sirrah 
Mephofiophllesy  did  not  you  bring  letters  from  my  fifier,  to 
the  Frenchman  ?  ! 

Truef.  Signior,  no. 

Cam.  Did  not  you  fetch  him  out  of  the  tennis- 
court  ? 

Truep.  No,  per  mafoy  -y  you  fee  I  have  many  tongues 
Ipealc  for  me. 

Hip  Did  not  he  follow  your  crackfiiip,  at  a‘  beck 
given  ? 

Truep.  Ita,  true,  certes,  he  Ipy’d  >  and  I,  fpitting  thus, 
went  thus. - 

Hip.  But  were  ftaid  thus. 

Truep.  You  hold  o’  my  fide)  and,  therefore,  I  muft 
needs  fiick  to  you,  ’tis  true  ;  I  going,  he  follow’d )  and  fol¬ 
lowing,  finger’d  me,  jufi  as  your  worfiiip  does  now  >  but 
I  firuggled  and  firaggled,  and  wriggled  and  wraggled,  and, 
at  lafi,  cry’d,  Valty  <vaktey  as  I  do  now,  with  this  frag¬ 
ment  of  a  rhime : 

My  lady  is  grofly  fall’n  in  love,  and  yet  her  wafie  is 
flender  3 

Had  I  not  flipt  away,  you  wou’d  have  made  my  buttocks 
tender.  \_Exit. 

Band.  Shall  Doyt,  and  I,  play  the  blood-hounds,  and 
after  him? 

Cam.  No,  let  him  run. 

Hip.  Not  for  this  wager  of  my  filler’s  love  3  run  away, 
Dandipraty  catch  Truepenny,  and  hold  him  3  thyfelf  lhall 
pafs  more  current. 

Band, 
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Dand,  I  fly,  fir  j  your  DandiPrat  is  as  light  as  a  clipp’d 
angel. 

Hip.  Nay,  god  ’slid,  after  him,  Camillo)  reply  not, 
but  away. 

Cam.  Content)  you  know  where  to  meet.  \_Exit. 

Hip.  For,  I  know,  that  the  only  way  to  win  a  wench, 
is,  not  to  woo  her :  The  only  way  to  have  her  fall,  is  to 
have  her  loofe  :  The  only  way  to  triumph  over  her,  is  to 
make  her  fall )  and  the  way  to  make  her  fall  —  .. 

Doyt.  Is  to  throw  her  down. 

Hip.  Are  you  fo  cunning,  fir  ? 

Doyt.  O  lord,  fir,  and  have  fo  perfect  a  mafler  ! 

Hip.  Well,  fir,  you  know  the  gentlewoman  that  dwells' 
in  the  midft  of  faint  Mark' s-(lreet  I 

Doyt.  Midfl  of  faint  Mariis-(ireetj  fir  I 

Hip.  A  pox  on  you,  the  flea-bitten-faced  lady. 

Doyt.  Oh  !  fir,  the  freckle-cheek  madona  j  I  know  her, 
fignior,  as  well - 

Hip.  Not  as  I  do,  I  hope,  fir. 

Doyt.  No,  firj  I’d  be  loath  to  have  fuch  inward  ac¬ 
quaintance  with  her,  as  you  have. 

Hip.  Well,  fir  flip,  go  prefently  to  her,  and,  from  me, 
deliver,  to  her  own  white  hands,  i^«rm7’s,pidure. 

Doyt.  Indeed,  fir,  fhe  loves  to  have  her  chamber  hung 
with  the  pidures  of  men. 

Hip.  She  does ;  I’ll  keep  my  filler’s  eyes,  and  his  painted 
face,  afunder)  tell  her  befides,  the  mafque  holds,  and  this 
the  night,  and  nine  the  hour ;  Say,  we  are  all  for  her  *, 
away. 

Doyt.  And  fhe’s  for  you  all,  were  you  an  army. 

[  Exeniitl, 
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ACT  III. 


Enter  Imperia  the  curtezan ;  tm  maid^y  Trivia,  and 
Simperina,  volth  perfumes. 

Impekia. 

FY,  fy,  fy,  fy,  by  the  light  oath  of  my  fan,  the  wea¬ 
ther  is  exceeding  tedious  and  faint.  Trivia,  Slmpe- 
rlna,  flir,  (lir,  ftir  3  one  of  you  open  thecafements  3  t’other 
take  a  ventoy,  and  gently  cool  my  face.  Fy,  I  ha’  fuch 
an  exceeding  high  colour !  I  fo  fweat !  Slwperina,  doft 
hear  ?  pr’ythee,  be  more  compendious  i  Why,  Sim¬ 
per  ina. 

Simp.  Here,  madam. 

Imp.  Prefs  down  my  ruff  before  :  Away  3  fy,  how  thou 
blow’fl  upon  me  !  thy  breath,  god  ’sme,  thy  breath  3  fy, 
fy,  fy,  fy,  it  takes  off  all  the  painting,  and  colour,  from  my 
cheek.  In  good  faith,  I  care  not  if  I  go  and  be  fick,  pre- 
fently  ;  hey,  ho!  my  head  fo  akes  with  carrying  this  bod¬ 
kin  :  In  troth.  I’ll  try  if  I  can  be  fick. 

Triv.  Nay,  good  fweet  lady. 

Simp.  You  know  a  company  of  gallants  will  be  here  at 
night  3  be  not  out  of  temper,  fweet  miflrefs. 

Imp.  In  good  troth,  if  I  be  not  fick,  I  mufl  be  melan¬ 
choly,  then  :  This  fame  gown  never  comes  on,  but  I  am 
fo  melancholy,  and  fo  heart-burn’d  !  ’tis  a  flrange  garment  3 
I  warrant,  Simperina,  the  foolifh  taylor  that  made  it,  was 
troubled  with  the  flitch  when  he  compofed  it. 

Simp.  That’s  very  likely,  madam,  but  it  makes  you 
have  a  mofl  comely  body. 
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I  hnp.  No,  no,  no,  no,  by  faint  Ma-rk,  the  waifl  is  not 
1  long  enough,  for  I  love  a  long  and  tedious  waiftj  befides, 

I  1  have  a  moft  ungodly  middle  in  it)  and,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  it 
makes  me  bend  i’  th’  back  :  Oh  !  let  me  have  fome  mu- 
;  fick.  iMufick. 

I  Simp.  That’s  not  the  fault  in  your  gown,  madam. 

Imp.  Fa,  la,  la  3  fa,  la,  la  3  indeed,  the  bending  of  the 
back  is  the  fault  of  the  body  3  la,  la,  la,  la  y  fa,  la,  la  3  fa, 
la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

'  <Iriv.  O  rich  L 

I  Simp.  O  rare  ! 

Imp.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no  3  ’'tis  flight,  and  common,  all 
I  that  I  do  3  pr’ythee,  Simperina,  do  not  ingle  me.:  Do  not 

'  flatter  me,  friviay  I  ha’  never  a  ead  gown  ’till  the  next 

week.  Fa,  la^  la,  la,  la,  la  ;  fa,  la,  la  3  fa,  la,  la.  This 
flirring  to  and  fro,  has  done  me  much  good,  A  fong,  I 
;  pr’ythee:  I  love  thcfe  French  movings  3  oh,  they  are  fo 

i  clean,  if  you  tread  them  true,  you  hit  them  to  a  hair ! 

I  Sing,  fing,  fing,  fome  odd  and  fantaflical  thing  3  for  I  can- 

!  not  abide  thefe  dull  and  lumpifli  tunes  3  the  mufician  flands 

:  longer  a  pricking  them,  than  I  would  do  to  hear  them : 

{  No,  no,  no  3  give  me  your  light  ones  that  go  nimbly  and 

i  quick,  and  are  full  of  changes,  and  carry  fweet  divifioa 

I  Ho,  pr’ythee,  fing  3  —  flay,  flay  ,flay  ;  here’s  Hipolito's  foQ- 

I  net  3  firfl  read  it,  and  then  fing  it. 

I  SONG. 

j  1^.  In  a  fair  mman  vphat  thing  is  beji  ?  ■ 

I  2d.  I  think  a  coral  lip, 

I  ifl.  No,  no,  you  jefit  ^ 

!  She  has  a  better  thing. 

j  2d.  ^hen  'tis  a  pretty  eye.  ■ 

1  ifl.  3^/  "tis.a  better  thing y. 

Which  more  delight  does  bring. 

2d.  ^hen  *tis  a  cherry  cheek, 
ift.  No,  no,  you  lie y 
It  is  the  only  joy  to  men, 

^he  only  praife  to  women  >  what  i$'i  then^ 

nit 
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^his  it  is,  and  in  a  woman's  waid, 

In  a  fair  lady's  body,  a  heart  moji  chafle, 

^his  is  the  jewel  kings  may  buy  ; 

ad.  If  women  fell  this  jewel,  women  lie. 

[One  knocks  within,  Frifco  anfwers  within*. 

Frif.  "Who  the  pox  knocks  ? 

Doyt.  Frifco,  I  am  Doyt,  Hipolito's  page. 

Frif  And  I  am  Frifco,  ’fquire  to  a  baudy-houfe. 

Doyt.  I  have  a  jewel  to  deliver  to  thy  miflrefs. 

Frif  Is’t  fet  with  precious  flones  I 

Doyt.  Thick,  thick,  thick. 

Enter  Doyt  with  the  plBure,  and  Frifco. 

Frif  Why  enter  then  thick,  thick,  thick. 

Imp.  Fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  who  makes  that  yawling  at 
the  door  I 

Frif.  Here’s  fignior-  Hipolito'e,  man,  that  (hall  be,  come 
to  hang  you. 

Imp.  Hang  me  ? 

Frif  Not  1 1  hang  me,  if  you  will,  and  fet  up  my 
quarters,  too. 

Imp.  Hipolito's  boy  come  to  hang  me  ? 

Doyt.  To  hang  you  with  jewels,  fweet  and  gentle  >  that’s 
Frifco's  meaning,  and  that’s  my  coming. 

Imp.  Keep  the  door. 

Frif.  That’s  my  office,  indeed  3  I.  have  been  your  door¬ 
keeper  fo  long,  that  all  the  hinges,  the  fpring-locks,  and 
the  ring,  are  worn  to  pieces :  How,  if  any  body  knocks  at 
the  door? 

Imp.  Let  them  enter)  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy  !  his  great 
tongue  does  fo  run  through  my  little  ears !  ’tis  more  harlh 
than  ar  younger  brother’s  courting  of  a  gentlewoman,  when 
he  has  no  crowns.  Boy. 

Doyt.  At  your  fervice. 

Imp.  fervice  ?  alas !  alas!  thou  canfl  do  me  fmall 
fervice:  Did  thy  mafler  fend  this  painted  gentleman  to 
me  ? 

Dop.  Th's  painted  gc  itleman  to  ycu. 
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Imp.  Well,  I  will  hang  his  pidure  up  by  the  walls  ’till 
I  fee  his  face,  and  when  I  fee  his  face.  I’ll  take  his  pi(flure 
down.  Hold  it,  Trivia. 

^riv.  It’s  moll  fweetly  made! 

Imp.  Hang  him  up.  Simper ina. 

Simp.  It’s  a  mod  fweet  man. 

Imp.  And  does  the  mafque  hold  ?  let  me  fee  it 
again. 

Do^f.  If  their  vizards  hold  j  here  you  lhall  fee  all  their 
blind  cheeks  5  this  is  the  night,  nine  the  hour,  and  I  the 
jack  that  gives  warning. 

Simp.  He  gives  warning,  midrefs?  diall  I  fet  him 
out? 

Doff.  You  lhall  not  need,  I  can  fet  out  myfelf. 

[Exif. 

Imp.  Flaxen  hair,  and  Ihort  too !  but  fy,  fy,  fy,  thcfe 
flaxen- hair’d  men,  are  fuch  pulers,  and  fuch  pidlers,  and 
fuch  chicken-hearts,  (and  yet  great  quarrellers)  that,  when 
they  court  a  lady,  they  are,  for  the  better  part,  bound  to 
the  peace.  No,  no,  no,  no,  your  black -hair’d  man,  is  your 
only  fweet  man,  and,  in  any  fervice,  the  mod  adive.  A 
banquet,  Trivia,  quick,  quick,  quick. 

Triv.  In  a  twinkling.  [Exit. 

Imp.  A  little  face,  b^ut  a  lovely  face  5  fy,  £y,  fy,  fy  >  no 
matter  what  face  he  make,  fo  the  other  parts  oe  legitimate, 
and  go  upright.  Stir,  dir.  Simper ina ;  •be  doing,  be  doing, 
quickly)  move,  move,  move. 

Simp.  Mod  incontinently.  Move,  move,  move,  O! 
fweet!  [Exit. 

Imp.  Hey  ho !  as  I  live,  I  mud  love  thee,  and  take 
kides  from  thy  lips.  Alack  I  that  women  Ihould  fall  thus 
deeply  in  love  with  dumb  things,  that  have  no  feeling  I 
bpt  they  are'  women’s  erodes,  and  the  only  way  to  take 
them,  is,  to  take  them  patiently.  Hey  ho  1  fet  mudek, 
Frifeo. 

Enter  Frifeo,  Trivia,  and  Simperina. 

Imp.  Say,  he  fcorn  to  marry  me,  yet  he  lhall  dand  me 
in  fome  dead,  by  being  my  Ganymede.  If  he  be  the 
mod  decay’d  gallant  in  all  Venice,  I  will  myfelf,  undo  my- 
fclf,  and  my  whole  date,  to  fet  him  up  again  ;  Though 

fp  caking 
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fpeakihg  truth  would  fave  my  life,  I  will  lie  to  do  Him 
pleafure  5  yet,  to  tell  lies,  may  hurt  the  foul :  Fy  I 
no,  no,  no  j  fouls  are  things  to  be  trodden  under  our  feet, 
when  we  dance  after  love’s  pipe :  Therefore,  here,  hang 
this  counterfeit  at  my  bed's  feet. 

Frif.  If  he  be  counterfeit,  nail  him  up  upon  one  of  your 
pods. 

Im^.  By  the  moift  hand  of  love,  I  fwear,  I  will  be 
his  lottery,  and  he  fllall  never  draw,  but  it  lhall  be  a 
prize. 


[Curve tto  knocks  within. 


Frif.  Who  knocks  ? 

Cur^.  Why,  ’tis  I,  knave. 

Frif.  Then,  knave,  knock  there  flilh 

Curv.  Whut !  open  the  door. 

Fnf.  Yes,  when  I  lid,  I  will. 

Curv.  Here’s  money. 

Frif.  Much? 

Curv.  Here’s  gold; 

Frif.  Away. 

Curv.  Knave,  open. 

Frif.  Call  to  our  maids  >  —  good  night  3  — we  are  all  3 
flopen.  Midrefs,  if  you  have  ever  a  pinnace  to  fet  out, 
you  may  now  have  it  mann’d  and  rigg’d  3  for,  fignior  Cur- 
vetto,  he  that  cries,  I  am  an  old  courtier,  but  lie  clofe,  lie 
clofe,  when  our  maids  fwear,  he  lies  as  wide  as  any  cour¬ 
tier  in  Italy. 

Imy.  Do  we  care  how  he  lies?  \_Knockivg. 

Frif.  Anon,,  anon,  anon  3  this  old  hoary  red  deer,  fervts 
himfelf  in  at  your  key-hole. 

Curv.  What,  Frifco? 

Frif  Heark,  lhall  he  enter  the  breach  ? 

Imp.  Fy,  fy,  fy  3  I  wonder  what  this  gurnet’s  head 
makes  here  3  yet  bring  him  in  3  he  will  ferve  for  picking 
meat :  Let  mufick  play,  for  I  will  feign  myfelf  to  be 
adeep.  I 


Enter  Curvetto. 


Simp.  Softly,  fweet  fignior  Curvetto^  for  die’s  fad. 
Curv.  Hal  fad!  my  roba  fad  1  and  but  young  night ! 
She's  weary *d,  w^eary’’d>  ah,  ha,  hit  I  right? 


Simp 
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Simp.  How,  fir,  weary’d  ?  marry,  fogh. 

Weary’d,  fir  ?  marry,  mutf. 

Curv.  No  words  here,  moufe  3  no  words,  no  words, 
fweet  rofe !  I  am  an  old  hoary  courtier,  and  lie  clofe,  lie 
dole  3  hem ! 

FriJ.  An  old  hoary  courtier  ?  wl^  fo  has  a  jowl  of  ling, 
and  a  mufly  whiting  been,  time  ou^of  mind :  Methinks, 
fignior,  you  Ihould  not  be  fo  old  by  your  face. 

Curv.  I  have  a  good  heart,  knave  3  and  a  good  heart, 
IS  a  good  face-maker  :  I  am  young,  quick,  brilk ! 

Hey  ho!  who’s  that?  fignior  Curvetto!  by  my 
virginity  - 

Curv.  Hem  1  no  more. 

Swear  not  fo  deep,  at  thefc  years  3  men  have  eyes  5 
And  though  the  moft  are  fools,  fome  fools  are  wife. 

Imp,  Fy,  fy,  fy !  and  you  meet  me  thus,  at  half  weapon, 
one  mufl  down. 

Frif,  She,  for  my  life. 

Imp.  Some  body  lhall  pay  for’t. 

Frif,  He,  for  my  head. 

Imp.  Do  not,  therefore,  come  over  me  fb,  with  crofs 
I  blows  3  no,  no,  no,  I  lhall  be  fick,  if  my  fpeech  be  Hopp’d. 

I  By  my  virginity,  1  fwear,  • —  and  why  may  not  I  fwear  by 
1  that  I  have  not,  as  well  as  poor  mufly  foldiers  do  by  their 
honour :  —  Brides,  at  four  and  twenty,  ha,  ha,  ha,  by 
their  maiden-heads :  —  Citizens,  by  their  faith  3  —  and, 
brokers,  as  they  hope  to  be  faved.  —  By  my  virginity, 
I  fwear,  I  dream’d,  that  one  brought  me  a  goodly  cod’s- 
head,  and,  in  one  of  the  eyes,  there  Huck,  methought,Jthe 
greateft  precious  Hone  I  the  moH  fparkling  diamond  I  Oh  1 
fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  that  diamonds  Hiould  make  women  fuch 
fools ! 

Curv.  A  cod’s-head,  and  a  diamond  1  ha,  ha,  ha. 

’Tis  common,  common  3  you  may  dream  as  well 
i  Of  diamonds,  and  of  cods-heads,  where’s  not  one, 

8  As  fwear  by  your  virginity,  where’s  none, 
i  I  am  that  cod’s-head  3  Hie  has  fpy’d  my  diamond. 

•  \Puts  it  up, 

^  I  am  an  old  courtier,  and  lie  clofe,  lie  clofe. 
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T^e  coryiets  jound  a  lavalto,  ■which  the  maskers  are  to  dance  5 

Camillo,  Hipolito,  and  other  gallants^  every  one,  jave 

Hipolito,  with  a  lady,  masked',  Curvetto  o^ers  to 

depart. 

Imp.  No,  no,  if  you  Ihfink  from  me,  I  will  not  love 
you  5  flay. 

Curv.  1  am  conjured,  and  will  keep  my  circle. 

[They  dance. 

hnp.  Fy,  fy,  fy  >  by  the  neat  tongue  of  eloquence,  this 
meafure  is  out  of  meafure  >  ’tis  too  hot,  too  hot :  Gallants, 
be  not  afliamed  to  fliew  your  own  faces  t  Ladies,  unapparrcl 
your  dear  beauties.  So,  fo>  fo,  fo,  here  is  a  banquet :  Sit, 
fit,  fit  -y  fignior  Curvetto,  thrufl  in  among  them. 

Curv.  1  will  firft  falute  the  men,  clofe  with  the  women, 
and  lafi,  fit. 

Hip.  But  not  fit  lafl.  A  banquet,  and  have  thefe  Buckets 
here?  Oh  !  I  have  a  crew  of  angels,  prifoners  in  my  pocket, 
and  none  but  a  good  bale  of  dice  can  fetch  them  out. 
Dice,  ho.:  Come,  my  little  letcherous  baboon,  by  faint 
Mark,  you  fiiall  venture'  your  twenty  crowns. 

Curv.  And  have  but  one  ? 

H'p.  I  fwore  firfl. 

C:irv.  Right,  you  fwore, 

But  oaths  are  now  like  Blurt,  our  conflable. 

Standing  for  nothing  :  A  meer  plot!  a  trick  I 
I -am  a  hoary  courtier  3  but  lie  clofe,  clofe,  clofe* 
ni  play,  fir. 

Hip.  Come. 

Curv.  But  in  my  t’other  hofe.  \^Bxlt. 

Ornnes.  Curvetto. 

Hip.  Let  him  go  3  I  knew  what  hook  would  choak 
him,  and,  therefore,  baited  that,  for  him  to  nibble 
upon  :  An  old  comb-peck’d  rafcal,  that  was  beaten 
out  o’  th’  cock-pit,  when  I  could  not  (land  a  high- 
lone,  to  come  crowing  among  us ;  Hang  him,  lob- 

Ber. - Come,  the  fame  oath  that  your  fore-man  took, 

take  all,  and  fing. 


SONG. 
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SONG. 

Love  is  like  a  lamb^  and  love  is  like  a  lion; 

Tly  from  lovCy  he  fights  y  fight,  then  does  he  fiy  on. 

Love  is  all  on  fire,  and  yet  is  ever  freezing  y 
Love  is  much  in  •winning,  yet  is  more  i?i  leezingi 
Love  is  everfick,  and  yet  is  never  dying  y 
Love  is  ever  true,  and  yet  is  ever  lying : 

Love  does  doat  in  likings  and  is  mad  in  loathing ; 
Love,  indeed)  is  any  thing,  yet,  indeed,  is  nothing. 

Laz.  Mars  armipotent,  with  his  court-of-guard,  give 
fliarpnefs  to  my  Toledo  y  I  am  beleager’d  :  O  !  Cupid,  grant 
that  my  blulhing  prove  not  a  Tinflock,  and  give  fire, 
too  fuddenly,  to  my  defires  1  Mbfi;  fanguine  cheek’d 
ladies. - 

fjip.  ’Sfoot,  how  now,  Don  Dego  ?  fanguine-cheek’d  ? 
doft  think  their  faces  have  been  at  cutlers  ?  out  you  roaring 
tauny-faced  rafcal,  ’twere  a  good  deed  to  beat  my  hilts 
about’s  coxcomb,  and  then  make  him  fanguine  cheek’d 
too. 

"  Cam.  Nay,  good  Hipolito. 

Imp  Fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy  j  tho*  I  hate  his  company,  I 
wou’d  not  have  my  houfe  to  abufe  his  countenance :  No, 
no,  no  y  be  not  fo  contagious,  I  will  fend  him  hence  with  a 
flea  in’s  ear. 

Hip.  Do,  or  ni  turn  him  into  a  flea,  and  make  him 
fkip  under  fome  of  your  petticoats. 

Imp.  Signior  Lazar lllo. - - 

Laz.  Mofi;  fweet  face !  you  need  not  hang  out  your 
filken  tongue,  as  a  flag  of  truce)  for,  I  will  drop  at  your 
feet,  e’er  I  draw  blood  in  your  chamber  :  Yet,  I  fliall 
hardly  drink  up  this  wrong  y  for  your  fake,  I  will  wipe  it 
cut,  for  this  time.  < —  I  wou’d  deal  with  you  in  fecret,  about 
mofi;  deep,  and  ferious  matters. 

Imp.  I’ll  fend  thefe  hence  :  Fy,  fy,  fy,  I  am  fo  choak’d 
svith  this  man  of  ginger- bread,  and  yet,  I  can  never  be 
rid  of  him  y  but,  —  heark,  Hipolito. 

Laz.  Dear  infirument  of  maay  men’s  delight !  arc  all 
thefe  women  I 

D  Imp, 
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hip.  No,  no,  no,  they  are  half  men,  and  half  wo¬ 
men. 

Liiz..  You  apprehend  too  faft  j  I  mean  by  women,  wives  : 
For  wives  are  no  maids,  nor  are  maids  women ;  If  thofc 
unbearded  gallants  keep  the  doors  of  their  wedlock,  thofe 
hdies  rpend  their  hours  of  paftime  but  ill  j  but  if  you'can 
bring  xall  thofe  females  into  one  ring,  into  one  private  place, 

I  will  read  a  leclure  of  difcipline,  to  their  moft  great  and 
honourable  ears  j  wherein  I  will  teach  them,  fo  to  carry 
their  white  bodies,  either  before  their  hufbands,  or  before 
their  lovers,  that  they  Ihall  never  fear  to  have  milk  thrown 
in  thcnr  faces,  nor  I,  wine  in  mine,  when  I  come  to  fit 
upon  them  in  courtefy. 

Imp.  That  were  excellent  3  I’ll  have  them  all  here,  at 
your  pleafure. 

Ltiz.  I  will  Ihew  them  all  the  tricks  and  garbs  of  Spa- 
nip)  dames  ;  I  will  fludy  for  apt  and  elegant  phrafe,  to 
tickle  them  with  >  and,'  when  my  device  is  ready,  I  will 
come.  Will  you  infpire  into  your  moft  divine  fpirits,  the 
moft  divine  foul  of  tobacco  ? 

Imp.  No,  no,  no  j  fy,  fy,  fy  3  I  ftiou’d  be  choak’d. 

Enter  Hipolito,  ayid  the  rejl  vf  the  maskersy  as  beforCy 
dMiclng  3  Hipolito  takes  Imperia.  Exeunt. 

Lax..  Lament  my  cafe!  —  fince  thou  canft  not  pro¬ 
voke 

Her  nofe  to  fmell,  love,  fill  thine  own  with  fmoak. 

Enter  Hipolito,  and  Frifeo. 

Erlf.  The  wooden  pidure  you  fent  her,  hath  fet  her  on 
fire,  and  ftie  defires  you,  as  you  pity  the  cafe  of  a  poor  def- 
perate  gentlewoman,  to  ferve  that  monfieur,  in  at  fupper, 
to  her. 


Etter  Camillo. 

hllp.  The  Frenchman  /  faint  Denis  !  let  her  carve  him 
up.  Stay,  here’s  Camillo:  Now,  my  fool  in  falliion, 
mv  fago  ideot,  up  with  thefe  brims,  down  with  this 
devil,  melancholy  3  are  you  decay’d,  concupifeentious 

inamorato  ? 
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inamorato  ?  —  News,  news  5  Im^erla  doats  on  Yan- 
tlnd. 

Cam.  What  comfort  fpeaks  her  love  to  my  fick 
heart  ? 

Hig.  Ma,rry,  this,  fir  j  here^s  a  yellow-hammer  flew  to 
me,  with  thy  water,  and  I  cafl;  it,  and  find,  that  his  mif- 
trefs,  being  given  to  this  new  falling-ficknefs,  will  cure  thee. 
The  Fre?}chmanj  you  fee,  has  a  foft  mermalad  heart,  and 
lhall  no  fooner  feel  Imperial  liquorifh  defire  to  lick  at  him, 
but  flrait  he’ll  flick  the  brooch  of  her  longing  in  it :  Then, 
fir,  may  you,  fir,  come  upon  my  fifler,  fir,  with  a  frelli 
charge,  fir  j  fa,  fa,  fa,  fa  j  once  giving  back,  ancf  thrice 
coming  forward,  flie  yields,  and  the  town  c;  Brcjl  Is 
taken. 

Cam.  This  has  forae  tafte  of  hope;  Is  that  the 
cury 

Who  brings  you  notice  of  his  miflrefs^s  love  ? 

Frlf.  I  may  be  her  Mercury y  for  my  running  of  errands, 
but  the  truth  is,  fir,  I  am  Cerberus^  for  I  am  porter  to 
hell. 

Cam.  Then,  Cerherusy  play  thy  part  3  here,  fearch  that 
hell ) 

There  find,  and  bring  forth,  that  falfe  Yontinel: 

Frifco,' 

If  I  can  win  his  ftray’d  thoughts  to  retire 
From  her  encounter’d  eyes,  whom  I  have  Angled 
In  Hymeri’z  holy  battle,  he  lliall  pafs 
From  hence  to  Yranccy  in  company,  and  guard 
Of  mine  own  heart.  He  comes,  Hipolito. 

Enter  Fontinel,  talking  with  Frifco. 

Still  looks  he  like  a  lover !  poor  gentleman ! 

Love  is  the  mind’s  flrong  phyfick,  and  the  pill 
That  leaves  the  heart  fick,  and  o’er-turns  the  will. 

Font.  O !  happy  perfecution  1  I  embrace  thee 
With  an  unfetter’d  foul ;  So  fweet  a  thing 
Is  it,  to  figh  upon  the  rack  of  love  1 
Where  each  calamity  is  groaning  witnefs 
Of  the  poor  martyr’s  faith !  I  never  heard 
Of  any  true  alfe(flion,  but  ’twas  nut 


With 
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With  care,  that,  like  the  caterpiller,  eats 

The  leaves  off  the  fpring’s  fweetefl;  book,  the  rofc. 

Cam.  Good  morrow,  French  lord. 

Hip.  Bon  jour,  monfieur. 

Font.  To  you  fecure,  and  more  than  happy  felf, 

1  tender  thanks  j  for,  you  have  honour’d  me  : 

You  are  my  jaylor,  and  have  penn’d  me  up, 

Left  the  poor  fly,  your  prifoner,  Ihould  alight 
Upon  your  miftrefs’s  lip,  and  thence  drive 
The  dimpled  print  of  an  infedive  touch. 

Thou  fecure  tyrant,  yet  unhappy  lover, 

Could’ft  thou  chain  mountains  to  my  captive  feet, 

TcC  VyMtcih  heart,  and  mine,  fhou’d  meet. 

Hip.  Heark,  uvaggererj  there’s  a  little  dappk-colour’d 
rafcal,  ho,  a  bona  roba,  her  name’s  Imperia^  a  gentlewo¬ 
man,  by  my  faith,  of  an  ancient  hcufe,  and  has  goodly 
rents,  and  comings -in,  of  her  own,  and  this  ape  would  fain 
have  thee  chain’d  to  her,  in  the  holy  ftate.  Sirrah,  (lie’s 
fallen  in  love  with  thy  pidure  3  -— yes,  faith  3  —  to  her,  woo 
her,  and  win  her.  —  Leave  my  After,  and  thy  ranfom’s 
paid,  —  all’s  paid,  gentlemen.  —  By  the  lord, 
as  good  a  girl  as  any  is  in  Venice. 

Cam.  Upon  my  honour,  Fofjtmely  ’tis  true  3 
The  lady  dotes  on  thy  perfedions  3 
Therefore,  refign  my  Violettas  heart 
To  me,  the  lord  of  it,  and  I  will  fend  thee  — 

Font.  O  w;|ither !  to  damnation  !  wilt  thou  not } 
Think’ft  thoU,^the  purity  of  my  true  foul 
Can  tafte  your  lep’rous  counfel  ^  no,  I  defy  you. 

When  I  call  back  my  vows  to  Violettay 
May  I  then  flip  into  an  obfcure  grave, 

'Whofe  mold,  unpreft  with  ftony  monument, 

Dwelling  in  open  air,  may  drink  the  tears 
or  the  inconftant  clouds,  to  rot  me  foon 
Out  of  my  private  linen  fepulchre. 

Cam.  Is  this  your  fettled  refolution  ?  / 

Font.  By  my  love’s  beft  divinity,  it  is. 

Cam.  Then  bear  him  to  his  prifon  back  again. 

This  tune  muft  alter  e’er  thy  lodging  mend  : 

To.  death,  fond  Frenchman y  thy  flight  love  doth  tend. 


"The  Spaniard Night- JValk,  33 

Font.  Then,  conftant  he?.rt,  thy  fate,  with  joy,  pur- 
fuej 

Draw  wonder  to  thy  death,  expiring  true.  \^Exit. 

After  him,  Frifcoj  inforce  thy  miflrefs’s  paflion^ 
thou  lhalt  have  accefs  to  him,  to  bring  him  love  tokens: 
If  they  prevail  not,  yet  thou  lhalt  flill  be  in  prefence,  be’t 
but  to  Ipite  him.  In,  honefl  Fr/Jco. 

Frif.  I’ll  vex  him  to  the  heart,  fir^  fear  not  me: 

Yet,  here’s  a  trick,  perchance,  may  fet  him  free, 

[  f . 

Hip.  Come,  wilt  thou  go  laugh  and  lie  down?  Now, 
fure,  there  be  fome  rebels  in  thy  bellyj  for  thine  eyes  do 
nothing  but  watch  and  ward  3  thou’fl  not  flept  thefe  three 
nights. 

Cmn.  Alas!  how  can  I?  He  that  truly  loves,. 

Burns  out  the  day  in  idle  phantafiesj 

And,  when  the  lamb,  bleating,  doth  bid  good  night 

Unto  the  clofing  day,  then  tears  begin 

To  keep  quick  time  unto  the  owl,  whofe’  voice 

Shrieks  like  the  bell-man  in  the  lover’s  cars. 

The  early  lark,  is  waken’d  from  her  bed. 

Being  only  by  love’s  plaints  difquietedi. 

And,  Tinging  in  the  morning’s  ear,  file  weeps, 

(Being  deep  in  love)  at  lovers’  broken  Beeps. 

But  fay  a  golden  Bumber  chance  to  tie. 

With  filken  firings,  the  cover  of  love’s  eye ; 

Then  dreams,  magician-like,  mocking  prefent 
Pleafiires,  whole  fading,  leaves  more  difcontenL 
Have  you  thefe  golden  charms? 


E?tter  Mujicum. 

Omnes^,  We  have^  my  lord. 

Cam.  BeBow  them  fweetlyj  think  a  lover’s  heart 
Dwells  in  each  mflrument,  and  let  it  melt 
In  weeping  Brains:  Yonder  direcB  your  faces. 

That  (he  loft  fiimmons  of  a  frightlefs  parley, 

May  creep  into  the  cafement.  So,  begin  j. 

Mufick,  fpeak  movingly,  afliime  my  part. 

For  thou  muB,  now,  plead  to  a  Bony  heart. 


D 


VioUitm 
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Violetta  above 

Viol.  Who  owes  this  falutation^ 

Cam.  Thy  Camillo. 

Viol.  Is  not  your  Ihadow  there  too_,  my  fweet  brea¬ 
ther  \ 

Hip.  Here,  fweet  filler. 

I  dream’d  fo.  O!  I  am  much  bound  to  you) 

For  you,  my  lord,  have  ufed  my  love  with  honour^ 

Cam.  Ever  with  honour. 

Viol.  Indeed,  indeed,  you  have. 

Bip.  ’Slight,  llie  means  her  French  garfoon. 

Viol.  The  famej  —  good  nighty— trufl  me,  ’tis  fome- 
what  late. 

And  this  bleak  wind  nips  dead  all  idle  prate : 
i  mull  to  bed}  good  night. 

Cam.  The  god  of  rell. 

Play  mufick  to  thine  eyes,  while,  on  my  bread. 

The  furies  fit,  and  beat,  and  keep  care  waking. 

Hip.  You  will  not  leave  my  friend  thus? 

Viol.  Yes,  by  the  velvet  brow  of  darknefs. 

Hip.  You  feurvy  tit  !  ’sfoot,  Icurvy  any  thing  1  Do 
^ou  hear  Sufanna,  you  punk!  if  I  geld  not  your  mufk-cat, 
—  ril  do’t,  by  Jefu.  —  Let’s  go,  Camillo.. 

Viol.  Nay  but,  pure  fwaggerer,  ruffian,  do  you  think 
To  fright  me  with  your  bug-bear  threats?  go  by! 

Heark,  tofs-pot,  in  your  ear.  The  Frenchman!^  mine. 
And,  by  thefe  hands,  Ill  have  him. 

Hip.  Rare  rogue ! 

Viol.  He  is  my  prifoner,  by  a  deed  of  gift} 

“T'herefore,  Camillo.,  you  have  wrong’d  me  much. 

To  wrong  my  prifoner :  %  my  troth,  I  love  him, 

'Fhe  rather  for  the  bafenels  he  endures 
For  my  unworthy  felf.  I’ll  tell  you  what, 

Releafe  him,  let  him  plead  your  love  for  you}; 

I  love  to  hear  a  man  fpeak  Freitch 
Of  his  complexion ;  I  would  undergo 
The  inflrudion  of  that  language,  rather  far. 

Than  be  two  weeks  unmarry’d,  by  my  life, 

JBecaule  I’ll’  /j^eak  true  French,  I’ll  be  his  wife. 

CaW’  O  fcorn  to  m.y  chafte  love  I  burft  heart ! 

Bip. 
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Htp.  ’Zwounds,  hold  ! 

Gifn^  Come^  gentle  'friends,  tie  your  mofl  folemn 
tunes. 

By  filver  firings,  unto  a  leaden  pace., 

Falfe  fair !  enjoy  thy  bafe  beloved.  Adieu : 

He’s  far  lefs  noble,  and  fliall  prove  lefs  true.  [Exeunt 


Entct  Truepenny  ahonje.,  vsith  a  letter. 

^ruep.  Lady  ImperWj  the  eurtezan’s  zany  hath  brought 
you  this  letter,  from  the  poor  gentleman  in  the  deep  dun¬ 
geon,  but  would  not  flay  ’till  he  had  an  anf'wer. 

Viol.  Her  groom,  employ’d  by  Fontiriell  O  flrange! 

I  wonder  how  he  got  accefs  to  him! 

I’ll  read,  and  reading,  my  poor  heart  fliall  ake  3 
True  love  is  jealous  3.  fears,  the  beft  love  fhake.. 


Meet  me  at  the  end  of  the  old  chapel,  next  faint  Lo- 
renzo’j-  monaflry:  Furnijh  your  company  with  a  friar ^ 
that  there  he  may  confummate  our  holy  •vows.  Farewel. 

Thine, 

Fontinki. 


Hath  he  got  opportunity  to  ’fcape? 

O  happy  period  of  our  reparation! 

Blefl  night!  wrap  Cynthia  in  a  fable  flleet. 
That  fearful  lovers  may  fecurely  meet. 


[Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT 


Enter  Frifco  /wFontmelV  apparel -y  Fonfinel  making  himfe^^ 
ready  in  Frifco’x;  They  enter  fuddenlyy  and  171  feai\ 


Frisco. 


PLAY  you  my  part  bravely;  you  mufl  look  like  a 
flave,  and,  you  iliall  fee.  I’ll  counterfeit  the  French¬ 
man  moll  knavillily.  My  miftrefs,,  for  your  fake,  charged 
me,  on  her  bleffing,  to  fall  to  thefe  IhiftS)  I  left  her  at 
cards  >  ilie’ll  fit  up  ’till  you  come,  becaufe  Ihe’ll  have  you 
play  a  game  at  noddy :  You’ll  to  her  prelently  ? 

Font.  I  will,  upon  mine  hcmour. 

Frif.  I  think,  llie  does  not  greatly  care,  whether  you 
fall  to  her  upon  your  honour,  or  no.  So,  all’s  fit:  Tell  my 
lady,  that  I  go  in  a  fuit  of  durance  for  her  fake.  That’s 
your  way,  and  this  pit-hole’s  mine)  if  I  can  ’fcape  hence, 
why,  foj  if  not,  he  that’s  hang’d,  is  nearer  to  heaven,  by 
ball  a  fcore  Heps,  than  he  that  dies  in  abed;  and  fo  adieir, 
monfieur.  .  [Exit. 

Font.  Farewel,  dear  trufly  flave.  Shall  I  prophane 
Ths  temple  with  an  idol  of  firange  love? 

When  I  do  fo,  let  me  difiTolve  in  fire : 

Yet,  one  day  will  I  fee  this  dame,  whofe  heart 
Talks  of  my  mifery  j  I’ll  not  be  fo  rude. 

To  pay  her  ktndnefs  with  ingratitude. 


VioL  My  dearell  Fontinell 
Font.  MxFioietta!  oh!  heaven! 


Where  is  this  reverend  friar  ? 

Friar.  Here,  over-joy’d  young  man. 
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yiol.  How  did’fl;  thou  ’fcape? 

How  came  Imperials  man? - 

Font.  No  more  of  that. 

Viol.  When  did  Imperial - 

Font.  Qiieflions  now  are  thieves, 

And  lie$  in  ambulh  to  furprize  our  joys. 

My  mofl  happy  flars!  fJiine  flill,  Oiine  on> 

Away,  come,  love  befet,  had  need  be  gone.  lExeunt.. 

Enter  Curvetto,  and  Simperina. 

Curv,  I  muft  not  flay,  thou  fay’fl. 

Simp.  God  ’sme,  away. 

Cur'll,  Bufs,  bufs,  again  j  here’s  flxpencc)  bufs  again  : 
Farewel,  I  miifl  not  flay  then. 

Simp.  Fogh. 

Curv.  Farewel. 

At  ten  o’clock,  thou  fay’fl,  and  ring  a  belt, 

Which  thou  wilt  hang  out  at  this  window^ 

Simp.  Lord !  fhe’ll  hear  this  fiddling. 

Cur^.  No,  clofe,  on  my  word. 

Farewel)  jufl  ten  o’clock,  I  lhall  come  in; 

'i^ememoer  10  lec  aown  me  cord)  jufl  ten, 

Thoul’t  open,  moufe  ? 

I  am  an  old  courtier,  wench,  but  I  can  fpy 
A  young  duck,  —  clofe,  —  mum,  —  ten,’—  clofe,  —  ’tis 
:  '  not  I.  [A.v/V  Curvetto. 

Enter  Imperia,  and  ladies,  roith  table-books. 

Imp.  Is  his  old  rotten  aqua-vitae  bottle  flopp’d  up?  i» 
s  he  gone?  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy!  he  fo  fmells  of  ale,  and  onions, 
1  and  rofa-folis,  fyl  Bolt  the  door,  flop  the  key-hole,  left 
his  breath  peep  in ;  burn  feme  perfume  :  I  do  not  love  to 
^  handle  thefe  dry’d  flock-fifiies,  that  afic  fo  much  toying 

:  fy,fy.fy 

I  ^  Lady.  Nor  I,  trufl  me,  lady,  fy. 

;  Imp.  No,  no,  no,  no  3  flools,  and  cufhionsj  low  flools, 
;i  low  flools  3  fit,  fit,  fit,  round,  ladies,  round  3  fo,  fo,  fb,  let  your 
k  fweet  beauties  be  fpread  to  the  full,  and  mofl  moving  ad- 
'  vantage)  for  we  are  fallen  into  his  hands,  who,  they 
1  fay,  has  an  A  B  C,  for  the  flicking  in  of  the  leafl  pin,  in 

any 
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any  part  of  the  body.  Here  he  comes  :  Your  ears  may 
now  fit  themfelves  out  of  the  whole  piece. 

Enter  Lazp.rillo. 

Lax,.  Bright,  and  unclipp’d  angels  !  if  I  were  to  make 
a  difeovery  of  any  new  found  hand,  as  Firglmay  or  fo,  to 
ladies,  and  courtiers,  my  fpeech  Ihould  hoifi  up  fails,  fit  to 
bear  up  fuch  lofty,  and  well  rigg’d  veflels>  but,  becaufe  I 
am  to  deal  only  with  the  civil  city  matron,  I  will  not  lay 
upon  your  blulhing,  and  delicate  cheek,  any  other  colours 
than  luch  as  will  give  lufire  to  your  city  faces )  in,  and  to 
that  piirpofe,  our  thefis  is  taken  oitt  of  that  moft  plentiful, 
but  moft  precious  book,  intitled.  The  Qeconomical  Cornuco¬ 
pia.  Lifien;  A  wife  wife,  no  matter :  Apt  wit,  no  mat¬ 
ter  :  Kept  under,  no  great  matter :  but  to  rule  the  rcafi,  is 
the  matter. 

Lady.  That  ruling  of  the  roafl,  goes  wifii  me. 

4.th  Lady.  And  me. 

^th  Lady.  And  me)  I’ll  have  a  cut  of  that  roaft. 

Laz.  Since  then,  a  woman’s  only  defire  is,  to  have  the 
reins  in  her  own  hand,  obferve,  it  fiiall  be  your  firfl,  and 
fined  nraife,  to  fing  the  iipt?  of  every  new  lafliion,  at  firft 
fight,  and,  if  you  can,  to  flretch  that  note  above 
ela. 

Omnes.  Good. 

Laz.  Your  only  way  is,  to  learn  to  play  upon  the  vir¬ 
ginals,  and  fo  nail  his  ears  to  your  Iweet  humours:  If  this 
be  out  of  time  too,  yet  your  labour  will  quit  the  coft  j  for, 
by  this  means,  your  fecret  friend  may  have  free  and  open 
accefs  to  you,  under  the  colour  of  pricking  you  leffons : 
Now,  becaule  you  may  tie  your  hufband’s  love  in  mod 
fweet  knots,  you  fhall  never  give  over  la':ouring,  ’till,  out 
of  his  purfe,  you  have  digg’d  a  garden)  and  that  garden 
muft  {land  a  pretty  difiance  from  the  city)  for,  by  repair¬ 
ing  thither,  much  good  Iruit  may  be  grafted. 

ift  Lady.  Mark  that. 

Laz.  Then,  in  the  afternoon,  when  you  addrefs  your 
fweet  perfumed  body,  to  walk  to  this  garden,  there  to  ga¬ 
ther  a  nofegay,  fops-in-wine,  cowflips,  columbines,  heart’s- 
eafe,  e^c.  The  fird  principle  to  learn  is,  that  you  dick 
black  patches,  for  the  rheum,  on  your  delicate  blew  temples : 

Black 
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Black  patches  are  comely  in  moll  women,  and,  being 
well  faften’d,  draw  men’s  eyes  to  (hoot  glances  at  you. 
•Next,  you  mull  play  the  wag  with  your  wanton  fan;  have 
your  dog  dance  along  by  you;  yowr  embroider’d  muff  be¬ 
fore  you,  on  your  hands ;  but  take  heed  who  thruds  his 
fingers  into  your  furr. 

zd  Lady.  We’ll  watch  for  that. 

Laz.  Once  a  quarter  take  (late  upon  you,  and  be  fick; 
being  fick,  thus,  politickly,  lie  at  your  garden;  your  lip- 
fworn  fervant,  may  there  vifit  you,  as  a  phyfician;  w'here, 
otherwife,  if  you  languifh  at  home,  befure  your  huffand 
wdll  look  to  your  water.  This  ficknefs  may  be  encrcafs’d 
with  giving  out,  that  you  breed  young  bones;  and  to  (lick 
flefh  upon  the(e  bones,  it  (liall  not  be  amifs,  if  yon  long 
for  peafe-cods,  at  ten  groats  the  cod;  and  for  cherries,  at 
a  crown  the  cherry, 

I  fl  Lady.  O  dear  tutor ! 
zd  Lady.  Interrupt  him  not. 

Laz.  If,  while  this  pleafing  (it  of  ficknefs  hold  you, 

\  you  be  invited  forth  to  (upper,  whimper,  and  feem  un¬ 
willing  to  go;  but  if  your  good  man,  bellowing  the  fw'eet 
duck,  and  kifs,  upon  your  moid  lip,  intreat,  gO;  marry, 

;  my  counfel  is,  you  eat  at  table,  becaufe  it  may  be  faid  of 
you,  you  are  no  cormorant;  yet,  at  your  coming  home, 

;  you  may  counterfeit  a  qualm,  and  (o  devour  a  poffet; 

;  your  hufband  need  not  have  his  nofe  in  that  polTet;  no, 
trud  your  chamber-maid  only,  in  this,  and  (carcely  her; 
i  for  you  cannot  be  too  careful  into  whofe  hands  you  com- 
1  mit  your  fecrets, 

Ormics.  That’s  certain 

Laz.  If  you  have  daughters  capable,  marry  them,  by 
!  no  means,  to  citizens,  but  choofe  for  them,  feme 
F  fmooth-chin’d,  curl’d-headed  g''-ntleman;  for  gentlemen 
will  lift  up  your  daughters  to  their  own  content;  and,  to 
make  thefe  curl’d  pated  gallants  come  off  the  more  roundly, 
make  your  hufband  go  to  the  herald  for  arms,  and  let  it 
I  be  your  daily  care,  that  he  have  a  fair  and  comely  cred; 

,  yea,  go  all  the  ways  yourfelves,  you  can,  to  be  made  la- 
:  dies;  efpecially,  if,  without  danger  to  his  perfon,  or  for 
I’  love,  or  money,  you  can  procure  your  hufoand  to  be 
dubb’d.  The  goddefs  of  memory,  lock  up  thefe  jewels, 

Y/hich 
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which  I  have  beflow’d  upon  you,  in  your  fweet  brjdnst 
Let  thefe  be  the  rules  to  fquare  out  your  life  by,  tho’  you 
ne’er  go  level,  but  tread  your  Ihoes  awry :  If  you  can  get 
thefe  reins  into  your  lilly  hand,  you  fhall  need  no  coaches, 
but  may  drive  your  hufbandsj  put  it  down,  and,  according 
to  that  wife  faying  of  you,  be  faints  in  the  church,  angels 
in  the  flreet,  devils  in  the  kitchen,  and  apes  in  your  bed : 
Upon  which,  leaving  you  tumbling,  pardon  me,  that  thus 
abruptly,  and  openly,  I  take  you  all  up. 

I  Lady.  You  have  got  fo  far  into  our  books,  fignior, 
that  yon  cannot  ’fcape  without  a  pardon  here,  if  you  take 
us  up  never  fo  fnapilhly. 

Imp.  Mufick  there,  to  clofe  our  ftomachs.  How  do  you 
like  him,  madona? 

id  Lady.  0,truft  me,  I  likp  him  moft  profoundly)  why, 
he’s  able  to  put  down  twenty  fech  as  I  am. 

^d  Lady.  Let  them  build  upon  that)  nay,  more,  we’ll 
henceforth,  never  go  to  a  cuninng  woman,  fmee  men  can 
teach  us  our  lerry. 

Lady.  We  are  all  fools  to  him,  and  our  hufhands 
lhall  be  fools  to  us. 

id  Lady.  If  we  can  keep  but  this  byafs,  wenches,  our 
good  men,  may,  perchance,  once  in  a  month,  get  a  fore¬ 
game  of  US)  but,  If  they  win  a  rubber,  let  them  throw 
their  caps  at  it. 

Imp.  No,  no,  no,  dear  features,  hold  their  nofes  to  the 
grind-ftone,  and  they’re  gone.  Thanks,  worthy  fignior ) 
ly,  fy,  fy,  you  ftand  bare  too  long.  Come,  bright  mir- 
rours,  will  you  withdraw  into  a  gallery,  and  tafte  a  flight 
banquet  ? 

I fi  Lady.  We  fliall  cloy  Ourfelves  with  fweets,  my  fweet 
madona. 

id  Lady.  Troth,  I  will  not,  madona  Imperia. 

Imp.  No,  no,  no )  fy,  fy,  fy,  fignior  LazarlliOf  either 
be  you  our  foreman,  or  elfe,  put  in  thefe  ladies,  at  your 
diferetion,  into  the  gallery,  and  cut  off  this  driving. 

Laz.  It  fliall  be  my  ofEcc)  my  fees  being,  as  they 
pafs,  to  take  tole  of  their  alabafler  hands.  \_Exeuut. 

Imperia  flays. 

Admired  creature!  I  fummon  you  to  a  parley)  you  remem* 


ber  this  is  the  night. 
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Imp.  So,  fo,  fo,  I  do  remember  j  here  is  a  key  )  that  is 
your  chamber:  Lights,  Simperlna.  About  twelve  o’clock,- 
you  thall  take  my  beauty  prifoner :  Fy,  fy,  fy,  how  I 
blulh !  at  twelve  o’clock. 

Laz.  Rich  argofy  of  all  golden  pleafure!  — 

Imp.  No,  no,  no  >  put  up,  put  up  your  joys  ’till  anon, 
I  will  come,  by  my  virginity)  ‘but  I  muft  tell  you  one 
thing,  that  all  my  chambers  are  many  nights  haunted, 
with  what  fpirits  none  can  fee )  but,  fometimes,  we  hear 
birds  Tinging.)  fometimes,  mufick  playing)  fometimes, 
voices  laughing  )  but  ftir  not  you,  nor  be  Frighted  at  any 
thing. 

haz.  By  Hercules  !  if  any  fpirits  rife,  I  will  conjure 
them  in  their  own  circles,  with  Toledo. 

Imp.  So,  fo,  fo )  lights  for  his  chamber.  Is  the  trap¬ 
door  ready? 

Simp.  ’Tis  fet  fure. 

Imp.  So,  fo,  fo  )  I  will  be  rid  of  this  broil’d  red  Iprat, 
i  that  flinks  fo  in  my  ftomach :  Fy,  I  hate  him  worfe  than 
r  to  have  a  taylor  come  a  wooing  to  me.  God  ’sme,  the 
n  fweet  ladies!  the  banquet!  I  forget!  Fy,  fy,  fy)  follow, 
I  clear  fignior.  The  trap-door.  Simper ina.  \^Exit,- 

Simp.  Signior,  come  away, 
j  Laz.  Ciipidj  I  kifs  the  noch  of  thy  fVeet  bow: 
t  A  woman  makes  me  yield  3  MarSy  could  not  fo.  \_Exeunt,- 
[1  Enter  Curvetto. 

Curv.  Juft  ten)  ’tis  ten  juft:  That’s  the  fix’d  hour, 

15  For  payment  of  my  love’s  due  fees. 

1  I  am  not  young,  yet  I  have  youthful  tricks, 

^  Which  peering  day  muft  not  fee,  no,  clofe,  clofe. 
i  Stay,  here’s  the  door,  the  window,  ha!  this,  this. 

Cord?  umph!  dear  cord,  thy  blefted  knot,  I  kifs. 

}«  None  peeps,  I  hope;  Night,  clap  thy  velvet  hand 
I;'  Upon  all  eyes  3  if  now  my  friend  thou  ftand. 

I’ll  hang  a  jewel  at  thine  ear,  fweet  night) 

tf  And  here  it  is,  lanthorn,  and  candle-light. 

'  A  peal,  a  lufty  peal,  fet,  ring  love’s  kneli  :■ 
ril  fweat,  but  thus  I'll  bear  away  the  bell. 

Simperina,  above. 

•1;  Simp.  Signior,  who’s  there?  fignior  Curvetto? 
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Curv.  Umph !  —  droun’d  !  —  Noah's  flood  ! _ ducked 

over  head  and  cars ! _ 

O,  fconce!  and  O,  fconce!  — an  old  foaker!  Oh! 

1  fweat  now,  ’till  I  drop. — What  villains? —  Oh! 

Puacks!  punkateeroes!  nags!  hags!  — I  will  ban.— 

1  have  catch’d  my  bane. 

Shn^  Who’s  there  ? 

Curv.  A  waterman. 

Shnp.  Who  rings  that  fcolding  peal? 

Curv.  I  am  wringing  wet,  — I  am  walh’d;  fogh!  here’s 
rofe-water  fold  by  th’  ounce. 

Tills  fconce  fhall  batter  down  thefe  windows.  Bounce. 

Sifnp.  What  do  you  mean?  why  do  you  beat  our  doors? 
What  do  you  take  us  for? 

Curv.  You’re  all  damn’d  whores! 

Simp.  Signior  Curvetto? 

Ci'i'V.  Srgnior  coxcomb?  no. 

Simp.  W’hat  makes  you  be  fo  hot? 

Curv.  You  lie,  I  am  cool: 

I  am  an  old  courtier, —but  linking  fool.  Fogh. 

Simp.  God  ’smy  life,  what  have  you  done?  you  are  in  i 
a  fweet  pickle,  ii  you  pull’d  at  this  rope. 

Qirv.  Hang  thyfelf  in’t,  and  I’ll  pull  once  again. 

Simp.  Marry,  muif,  will  you  up  and  ride  >  you’re  mine 
elder.  —  By  my  pure  maiden-head,  here’s  a  jeft.  Why, 
kiis  was  a  water-work  to  drown  a  rat  that  ufes  to  creep  in  ; 
at  this  window. 

Cnrv.  Fire  on  your  water-works!  catch  a  drown’d  rat?  , 
That’s  mC)  I  have  it;  God  a  mercy,  head. 

Rat !  —  me !  —  I  fmell  a  rat. 

Simp.  You  fmell  a  fodden  fheep’s-head.  —  A  rat?  ay,  a 
rat,  and  you  will  not  believe  me  >  marry,  fogh  !  I  have 
been  believed  of  your  betters  j  marry,  fnick  up. 

Curv.  Simp,  "nay,  fweet  Simp,  open  again.  Why, 
Simperhia.  ^ 

Simp.  Go  from  my  windowj  go,  go  from  — away,  go 
bv,  old  Jeronimo, — nay,  and  you  ftirink  i’  th’  wetting, 
walk,  walk,  walk.  , 

Curv.  I  cry  thee  mercy  >  If  the  bowl  we  'e  fet 
To  drown  a  rat,  I  ihrink  not,  am  not  wet. 
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Sim^.  A  rat,  by  this  hemp,  and  you  could  ha'  fmelt : 
Heark  you,  here’s  the  bellj  ting,  ting,  ting  5  would  the 
clapper  were  in  my  belly,  if  I  am  not  mad  at  your  fop¬ 
pery  ;  I  could  fcratch - fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  as  my  miflrefs 

fays  5  but  go,  hie  you  home,  —  fliift  you, —  come  back 

prefentlyj - here  you  fliall  find  a  ladder  of  cords, - 

climb  up, - I’ll  receive  you, - my  mtftrefs  lies,  alone, 

—  {he’s  yours, - away. 

Curv.  O,  Simp. - 

Simp.  Nay,  feud  3  you  know  what  you  promiled  me.  1 
fliall  have  fimple  yawling  for  this  j  be  gone,  and  mum. 

[Exit. 

Curv.  Lieclofe,  He  clofe,  I  am  gone. 

hhjick Suddenly  plays,  and^birds  fing.  A‘«^£'rLazarillo  bare¬ 
headed,  in  his  Jhirt ",  a  pair  of  paiitaples  on-,  a  rapie-r 
in  his  hand,  and  a  tobacco  pipe ;  He  jeems  amazed,  and 
valks  up  and  down.  A  fong  prefently  -within. 

Laz.  Saint  Jacques,  and  the  feven  deadly  fins,  that  is, 
i  the  feven  wife  mafiers  of  the  world,  pardon  me,  for,,  this 
night,  I  will  kill  the  devil 
Within.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Laz.  I'hou  prince  of  Black-a-mors,  thou  flialt  have 
fmall  caufe  to  laugh,  if  I  run  thee  thro*.  This  bed  cham- 
f  ber  is  haunted  1  would  I  had  not  been  brought-a-bed  in  it, 
r.  or  elfe  were  well  deliver’d  3  for  my  heart  tells  me,  ’tis  no 
f  good  luck  to  have  any  thing  to  do  with  the  devil  >  he’s  a 
I  paultry  merchant  1 

f  A  S  O  N  G  within. 

i 

I  Mdnighds  hell,  goes  ting,  ting,  ting,  ting,  ti ng  j 

1  ^hen  dogs  do  howl,  and  not  a  bird  does  Jing 

;  But  the  nightingale,  and  fie  cries,  twit,  twit,  twit,  twiti 

Owls  then,  on  every  bough  do  Jit  j 
Ravens  croak  on  chimnies  tops, 

*The  cricket  in  the  chamber  hops,. 

And  the  cats  cry,  mew,  mew,  mew ; 

^he  nibbling  moufe  is  not  afleep. 

But  he  goes,  peep,  peep,  peep,  peep,  peep  3 
And  the  cat  cries,  mew,  mew,  mew) 

And  Jlill  the  cats  crie,  mew,  mew,  men. 

E  z  Lazi. 
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;  Laz.  I  lhall  be  mouz’d  by  pnfs-cats  3  but  I  had  rather 
die  a  dog’s  death >  they  have  nine  lives  a  piece,  like  a  wo¬ 
man,  and  they  will  make  it  up  ten  lives,  if  they  and  I 
fall  a  fcratching.  Bright  Helen of  this  houfe,  wou’d  thy 
^ roy  were  a  nre,  for  I  am  a  cold  5  or  elfe,  I  wou’d  I  had 
the  Greeks'*  wooden  curtal  to  ride  away.  Mod  ambrofian 
iip’d  creature,  come  away  quickly  ^  for  this  night’s  lodg¬ 
ing  lies  cold  at  my  heart.  \7he  Spanilh  pavin.']  The  Spa- 
nijh  pavin  !  I  thought  the  devil  could  not  underftand  Spa- 
nijli  y  but  fince  thou  art  my  countryman,  O !  thou  tauny  fa- 
Ian !  I  will  dance  after  thy  pipe, 

[//<?  dances  the  Spanifh  pavin. 
Ho!  fweet  devil!  ho!  thou  wilt  make  any  man  weary  of 
thee,  tho’  he  deal  with  thee  in  his  Ihirt. 

Sweet  beauty !  —  fhe’ll  not  come, - I’ll  fall  to  deep, 

And  dream  of  her :  Love-dreams  are  ne’er  too  deep. 

[Falls  down, 

Frifco  ahove^  laughing, 

Frif,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Laz.  Ho, ho f  Frifco,  -  -  madona,  — •  I  am  in  hell  >  but  here  is 
no  fire  :  Heli-fire  is  all  put  out  j  what,  ho !  fo,  ho,ho  I  I  fhall  be 
drown’d.  I  befeech  thee,  dear  Frifco,  raife  Blurt  the  con- 
ftable,  or  fome  fcavenger,  to  come,  and  make  clean  thefe 
kennels  of  hell ,  for  they  dink  fo,  that  I  lhall  cad  away  my 
precious  felf. 

Imp.  Is  he  down,  Frifco  ? 

Frif  He’s  down,  —  he  cries  out,  he’s-  in  hell  3  —  it’s 
heaven  to  me  to  have  him  cry  fo. 

Imp.  Fy,  fy,  fy  3  let  him  lie,  and  get  all  to  bed. 

[Exit, 

Frif  Not  all  3  I  have  fatting  knavery  in  hand  : 

He  cries,  he’s  damn’d  in  hell  3  the  next  fhall  cry, 

He’s  climbing  up  to  heaven,  and  here’s  the  gin. 

One  woodcock’s  ta’en,  Til  have  his  brother  in. 

f  lExit, 

Enter  Curvetto. 

Curv.  Ladder  and  rope!  what  follows?  hanging?  ay, 

But  where  ?  ah,  ha,  there  does  the  riddle  lie. 


I  have 
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I  have  Tcaped  drowning,  but,  but,  but,  I  hope, 

I  Hiall  not  ’fcape  the  ladder,  and  the  rope. 

Enter  Blurt,  and  voatch. 

JVoode.  Yonder’s  a  Hght,  Mafter-Conflable. 

Bkrt.  Peace,  IVo^cack^  the  fconce  approaches. 

Curv.  Whew! 

Blurt.  Ay,  whirling !  Slubber ^  jog  the  watch,,  and  give 
the  lanthorn  a  jflap. 

Curv.  Whew,  Simpy  Simperina. 

FriJ^  Who’s  there  ? 

Curv.  Who’s  there? 

Brlf..  Signior  CurvettVy  here’s  the.  ladder  j  I  watch  to  do 
you  a  good  turn )  I  am  Frlfco  :  Is  not  Blurt  abroad,  and. 
his  bill-men  ? 

Curv.  No  matter  if  they  be>  I  hear  none  nigh:. 

I  will  fnug  clofe,  out  goes  my  candle’s  eye. 

My  fconce  takes  this  in  fnuff  >  all’s  one,  I  care  not. 

FriJ.^  Why,  when 

Cwv..  I  come,  clofe,  clofe,  hold  rope,  and  fpare  not.. 

Stub  Now.  the  candle’s  out. 

Blurt,  Peace. 

Curv.  Frlfco,  light,  light  }  my  foot  is  fl'ipt  j  calf  help. 

FrlJ.  Help!  help  !■  help  !  thieves !  thieves  !  help  ! 
thieves ! 

Blurt.  Thieves, !  where  ?  follow  clofe.  Slubber,  the  ■ 
lanthorn,  — -hold  }  I- charge  yon  in  the  duke’s  name,  fland. 
Sirrah,  you’re  like  to  hang  for  this.  DoAvn.with  him. 

[They  take  him  down. . 
Frlf.  Maher  Blurt,  Mafler-Conflable,  here’s  his  ladder}, 
he  comes  to  rob  my  miftrefs}  I  have  been  fear’d  out  of  my 
wits,  above  feven  times  by  him  }  and  it  is  forty  to  one,  iii 
ever  they  come  in  again  I’ll  lay  felony  to  his  charge, 

Curv.  Felony  !  you  cony-catching  flave. 

Frlj.  Cony-catching  will,  bear’  an  action.  Pil  cony-- 
catch  you  for  this.  If  I  can  find  our  key,  I. will  aid  you,, 
mafler  Blurt-,  if  not,  look  to  him,  as  you  will  anfwer  it. 
r.pon.your  death  bed.. 

Blurt.  What  are  you  ? 

C,urv.  A  Venetian  gentleman^ 

E  3  Blurt i 
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Blurt.  IVoodcocky  how  dofl  thou,  U^oodcock  ? 

iVoodc.  Thank  your  worlhip. 

Bkrt.  Woodcock  you  are  of  our  fide  now,  and,  therefore, 
your  acquaintance  cannot  ferve  j  and  you  were  a  gentleman 
of  velvet,  I  would  commit  you. 

Curv.  Why,  what  are  you,  fir  ? 

Bhirt.  What  am  I,  fir?  do  you  not  know  this  flaff?  I 
am,  fir,  the  duke’s  own  image  >  at  this  time,  the  duke’s 
tongue  (for  fault  of  a  better)  lies  in  my  mouth :  I  am  con- 
liable,  fir, 

^  Cur^.  Condable,  and  commit  me !  niarry,  ,ff/«r^Ma{ler^ 
Conftable -  , 

Bhrt.  Away  with  him.  \He  firrjcs, 

Omnes.  It’s  roily  to  ftrive. 

Blurt.  1  fay,  away  with  him.  I’ll  Blurt  you )  I’ll  teach 
vou  to  ftand  cover’d  to  authority :  Your  hoary  head  lhall 
be  knock’d,  when  this  flaff  is  in  place. 

Curv.  Ay  but,  Mafler-Conflable - 

Blurt.  No,  pardon  me,  you  abufe  the  duke,  in  me,  that 
am  his  cypher.  I  fay,  away  with  him  3  Gulch,  away  with 
him  Woodcock,  keep  you  with  me  3  I  will  be  known  for 
more  than  Blurt.  [Exeunt, 

E?iter  Lazarlllo, 

Laz.  Thou  honcfl  fellow,  the  man  in  the  moon,  I  be- 
feech  thee  fet  fire  on  thy  bulh  of  thorns,  to  light  and  warm 
me,  for  I  am  dung  wet.  I  fell  like  Lucifer,  I  think,  into 
hell,  and  am  crawl’d  out,  but  in  worfe  pickle  than  my  lean 
Pilcher.  Hereabout  is  the  hot  houfe  of  my  love.  Ho! 
ho  1  why  ho !  there  I 

Frif.  Who’s  that  ?  what  devil  flands  hoing  at  my  door 
fo  late  ? 

Laz.  I  befeech  thee,  Frlfco,  take  in  Lazar illo*s 
ghofl. 

Frif.  Lazarlllo’s  ghofl  1  haunt  me  not,  I  charge  thee :  I 
know  thee  not ;  I  am  in  a  dream  of  a  dry  fummer  j 
therefore,  appear  not  to  me. 

Laz.  Is  not  this  the  manfion  of  the  cherry-lip’d  madona 
{f/jperia 
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Frif.  Yes>  how  then,  you  fly-blown  rafcal?  what  art 
thou  ? 

Laz.  Lazarillo  deformes.  Sweet  blood,  I  have  a  poor  Spa^ 
mjh  fuit  depending  in  ybur  houfe  j  let  me  enter,  moft  pre¬ 
cious  Frifco }  the  miflrefs  of  this  manfion,  is  my  beautiful 
hoftefs. 

Fnf.  How !  you  turpentine  pill  1  my  wife  your  hoflefs  ? 
away,  you  Spanijh  vermin. 

Laz,  I  befeech  thee,  moft  pitiful  Frifco,  allow  my  lamen¬ 
tation. 

Frif.  And  you  lament  here.  I’ll  ftone  you  with  brick¬ 
bats.  I  am  afleep. 

Laz.  My  flop  and  mandillion,  lie  at  thy  mercy,  fine 
Frifco  :  I  befeech  thee,  let  not  my  cafe  be  thine  y  1  muft, 
and  will  lament. 

Frif.  Muft  you  ?  I’ll  wafti  off  your  tears ;  Away,  you 
hog’s-face.  [Exit, 

Laz.  Thou  haft  foufs’d  my  poor  hog’s-face.  O,  Frifco, 
thou  art  a  feurvy  dodfor,  to  caft  my  water  no  better  3  It  is 
moft  ramifti  urine  :  Mars  fliall  not  fave  thee :  I  will  make 
a  brown  toaft  of  thy  heart,  and  drink  it  in  a  pot  of  thy 
ftrong  blood. 

Ejiter  Blurt,  a?jd  all  his  watch. 

Blurt.  Such  fellows  muft  be  taken  down.  Stand  !  what 
white  thing  is  yonder  ? 

Slab.  Who  goes  there  '1  come  before  the  conftable. 

Laz.  My  dear  honeft 

Blurt.  You  have  Blurted  fair  3  I  am,  by  my  of¬ 
fice,  to  examine  you,,  where  you  have  fpent  thefe  two 
nights. 

Faz.  Moft  big  Blurt,  I  anfwer  thy  great  authority,  that 
I  have  been  in  hell,  and  am  fcratch’d  to  death  with  pufs- 
cats. 

Blurt.  Do  you  run  o’  th’  fcore  at  an  officer’s  houfe,  and 
then  run  above  twelve  fcore  off. 

Laz.  I  did  not  run,  my  fweet  faced  Blurt :  The  Sga- 
nijh  fleet  is  bringing  gold  enough  to  difeharge  all,-  from  the 
Indies  3  lodge  me,  moft  pitiful  bill-mam 
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Blurt.  Mirry^,  and  wiil.  I  am,  in  the  duke’s  name,,  to 
charge  you  with  defpicious  of  felony  >  and  burglary  is, 
committed  this  night,  and  w  e  are  to  reprehend  any  that  we 
think  to  be  faulty  :  Were  you  not  at  madona  freckle-face’a. 
houfe  ? 

Lax.  Signior,  fe. 

Blurt.  Away  w;ith  him;-  clap  him  up. 

La%.  Mofl  thundering  Blurt y  do  not  clap  rrie 
Mo£l  thunderrng  Blurt j  do  not  dap  me. 

.  Blurt.  Mafer  Lazarus^  1  know'  you  are  a  fore  fellow, 
where  you  take,  and,  therefoite,  I  charge  you,  in  the 
duke’s  name,  to  go  without  wreftling,  though  you  be  in. 
your  (hirt, 

Laz.  Commendable  Blurt  — - 

Blurt.  The  end  of’  my  commendations  is,  to  commit 
you* 

Laz.  I  am.  kin  to  Dm  Dego^  the  S^^anij})  adelan- 
tado 

Blurt.  If  you  be  kin  to  Do»  Dego,  you  pack ;  your  lan- 
tcdoes,  nor  lour  lanteeroes,  cannot  ferve  your  turn.,  L 
charge  you,  let  me  commit  you  to  the  tuition  — 

Laz.  Wbrfhipful  Blurt,  do  not  commit  me  into  the  hands, 
of  dogs. 

Onnes.  Dogs! 

Blurt.  Mafler  Lazarus,  there’s- not- a  dbg  fliall  bite  you  j  ■ 
thefe  are  true  bill-men  that  fight  under  the  commonwealth’s 
flag. 

Laz.  Blurt - 

Blurt.  Blurt  me  no  Blurts ',  I’ll  teach  all  Sgaulards 
to  meddle  w'ith  w'hores. 

Laz.  Mofl  cunning  conflable,  all  know,  that, 

already ;  I'  have  meddled  with  nonet. 

Blurt.  Your  being  in  your  fiiirt,  betrays  you. 

Laz.  I  befeech  thee,  mofl  honeft  Blurt,  let  not  my  fliirt 
betray  me. 

blurt.  I  fay,  away  with  him.  Mufick !  that’s  in  the 
curtezan’s:  They  are  about  feme  ungodly  aft;,  but  I’ll' 
play  a  part  in’t  e’er  morning.  Away  with  Lazarus. 

Omnes.  Come,  Spaniard. 
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Laz.  Thy  kites  and  thee,  for  this,  fliall  watch  in  dirt> 
to  feed  on  carrion. 

Blurt.  Hence >  troop! 

Laz.  O,  bafe  Blurt !  O,  bafe  Blurt !  O,  bafe  Blurt  I 

[Exeunt* 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Camillo,  Hipolito,  Virgilio,  Aforino,  Baptifia,  Ben* 
tivolio,  Doyt,  ayid  Dandiprat,  all  mapn^d ;  their  ra- 
^iert  /heaths  in  their  hands. 


Camillo. 


Gentlemen,  and  noble  ItaUans,  whom  I  love  beft. 
Who  know  beft  what  wrongs  I  have  flood  under  > 
Being  laid  on  by  him,  who  is  to  thank  me  for  his  life  ; 

I  did  beflow  him,  as  the  prize  of  mine  honour, 

Upon  my  love,  the  mod  fair  Violetta  : 

My  love’s  merit  was  bafely  fold  to  him,  by  the  falfe  Violettai 
Not  content  with  this  felony,  he  hath  dared 
To  add,  the  fweet  theft  of  ignoble  marriage. 

She’s  now,  none’s  but  his  3  and  he,  treacherous  villain  1 
Any  one’s,  but  her’s :  He  dotes,  my  honour’d  friends, 

On  a  painted  curtezan,  and,  in  fcorn 
Of  our  Italiait  laws,  our  family,  our  revenge, 

Loaths  Vlolettah  bed,  for  a  harlot’s  bofom. 

I  conjure  you,  therefore,  by  all  the  bonds  of  gentility. 
That,  as  you  have  folemnly  (worn  a  mofl  lharp, 

So  let  the  revenge  be  mofl  fudden. 

Virg.  Be  not  yourfelf  a  bar  to  that  fuddennefs,  by  this 
protradion, 

Omnes.  Away,  gentleman)  away,  then. 

Hip.  As  for  that  light  hobby  horfe,  my  fifler,  whofe  foul 
name  I  will  raze  out  with  my  poniard  3  by  the  honour  of 
my  family,  I  fwear,  that,  as  all  Venice  does  admir^  hci;’ 

beauty. 
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beauty,  fo  all  the  world  ihall  be  amazed  at  herpunifh- 
raent :  Follow,  therefore. 

Virg.  Stay,  let  our  refolutions  keep  together:  Whither 
go  we  firft  ? 

Cam.  To  the  flrumpet  Imperials. 

Omnes.  Agreed  :  What  then  ? 

Cam.  There  to  find  P«ntinel-f  found,  to  kill  hin\ 

Virg.  And  kill’d,  to  hang  out  his  reeking  bo-dyat  hkhat- 
!ot’s  window. 

Cam.  And  by  his  body,  the  firumpet’s. 

Hip.  And  between  both,  my  filler’s. 

Virg.  The  tragedy  is  juft:  On  theiij  begin. 

Cam.  As  you  go,  every  hand  pull  in  a  friend. 

To  ftrengthen  us  againft  all  oppofites. 

He  that  has  any  drop  of  true  Italian  blood  In  him. 

Thus  vow,  this  morning,  to  Ihed  others,  or  let  out  his  own. 
If  you  confent  to  this,  follow  me. 

Omnes.  Away)  the  treacherous  frenchman  dies. 

\_Exeunt^ 

Enter  Fontinel,  and  Imperia,  arm  in  arm. 

Imp.  Ah,  you  little  effeminate  fweet  chevalier,  why  doft 
thou  not  get  a  loofe  perriwig  of  hair  on  thy  chin,  to  let  thy 
Vn'nch  face  off  >  by  the  panting  pulfe  of  Fenus,  thou  art 
welcome,  a  thoufand  degrees  beyond  the  reach  of  arithme- 
lick !  Good,  good,  good  >  your  lip  is  moift  and  moving. 
Font.  Dear  lady  !  O,  life  of  love  !  what  fweetnefs 
dwells 

In  love’s  variety !  the  foul  that  plods 
In  one  harfli  book  of  beauty,  but  repeats 
The  ftale  and  tedious  learning,  that  hath  oft 
Faded  the  fenfes  >  when,  in  reading  more. 

We  glide  in  newfweets,  and  areftarved  with  ftore. 

Now,  by  the  heart  of  love,  my  Violet 

Is  a  foul  weed  :  O,  pure  Italian  flower  !  , 

She,  a  black  negroe !  to  the  white  compare  ( 

Of  this  unequall’d  beauty  !  O,  moft  accurft  ! 

That  1  have  given  her  leave  tochallenge  me. 

Imp.  My  fsveet  prifoner,  entertain  a  poor  Italian  Hong. 
Font.  O,  moft  willingly,  my  dear  madona, 

Imp^ 
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Imp.  I  care  not  if  I  perfuade  my  bad  voice  to  wredle 
“With  this  mufick,  and  catch  a  ftrain :  So,  fo,  fo  j  keep 
time,  keep  time,  keep  time. 

SONG. 

Love,  for  Juch  a  cherry  Up, 

Jf  '^ouJd  be  glad  to  pawn  hh  arrows  •, 

Venus  here,  to  ^ike  a  ftp, 
jyould  fell  her  doves,,  and  team  of  fp arrows, 

I>ur  they  fhall  not  fo ; 

Hey  nony  nony  no: 

None  but  /,  this  lip  mufl  owe'. 

Hey  nony  nony  no. 

Font.  Tour  voice  does  teach  the  mufick. 

Imp.  No,  no,  no. 

Font.  Again,  dear  love. 

Imp.  Hey  nony  nony  no: 

Did  Jove  Jee  this  wanton  eye 
Ganymede  mu^  wait  no  longer ; 

Phcclx?  here,  one  night  did  Ue, 

U  '^ould  change  her  face,  and  look  much  younger : 

But  they  fhall  not  fo  y 
Hey  nony  nony  no: 

None  iut  f,  this  lip  mufl  owe  \ 

Hey  nony  nony  no. 

Enter  Frifeo,  Trivia,  and  Simperina,  running, 

Omnes.  O,  madrna !  mifirefs!  madona! 

Frif.  Cafe  up  this  gentleman  3  there’s  rapping  at  the 
door,  and  one  in  a  fmall  voice  lays,  there’s  Camillo,  and 
H'polito. 

Simp.  And  they  will  come  in. 

Font.  Upon  their  deaths,  they  fiiall  3  for  they  feek 
mine. 

Imp.  No,  no,  no  3  lock  the  doors  fifi  :  Trivia,  Simperina, 
flir. 

Both. 
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Both.  Alas ! 

Fo7it.  Come  they  in  fliape  of  devils,  this  angel  by, 

I  am  arm’d  3  let  them  come  in  ;  ’Sfoot,  they  die. 

Imp.  Fy,  fy,  fy  3  I  will  not  have  thy  white  body  — 
Viol.  What,  ho,  madona.  [^Knock. 

hnp.  O,  heark !  —  not  hurt  for  the  rialta  :  Go,  go,  go  3 
p  it  up  :  By  my  virginity,  you  lhali  put  up. 

Viol.  Here  are  Camilloy  -and  Hlpdito. 

Imp.  Into  that  little  room  3  you  are  there  as  fafe  as  in 
France,  or  the  low-countries.  [Exit  Fontinel. 

Imp.  So,  let  them  enter,  trivia,  Simperina,  fmooth 
my  gown  3  tread  down  the  rulhes  3  let  them  enter.  —  No 
words,  pretty  darling. 

Enter  Frifco,  and  Violeta. 

Frij.  Are  two  men  transform’d  into  one  woman  ? 

Imp.  How  now  ?  what  motion’s  this } 

Viol.  By  your  leave,  fweet  beauty,  pardon  my  excufe^ 
which,  under  the  mafk  of  Camilh's,  and  my  brother’s  names, 
fought  enterance  into  this  houfe.  Good  fweetnefs,  have 
you  not  a  property  here,  improper  to  your  houfe  3  —  my 
hufband  ? 

hnp.  Ha  !  your  hufband  here  ! 

Viol.  Nay,  be  as  you  feem  to  be,  white  dove,  without 
gall. 

Imp  Gall !  —  your  hufband  !  —  ha,  ha,,  ha  3  by  my  ven- 
toy,  yellow  lady,  you  take  your  mark  improper :  No,  no, 
no,  my  fugar-candy  miflrefs,  your  good  man  is  not  here/ 

I  affure  you.  Here  ?  ha,  ha. 

Triv.  and  Simp.  Here  ! 

Frif.  Much  hulbands  here. 

Viol.  Do  not  mock  me,  fairefl  Veyietian.  Come,  I  know 
he’s  here  :  Good  faith,  I  do  not  blame  him,  for  your 
beauty  gilds  over  his  error :  Troth,  I  am  right  glad,  that 
you,  my  country  woman,  have  received  the  pawn  of  my 
affedtions.  You  cannot  be  hard-hearted,  loving  him,  nor 
hate  me,  for  I  love  him  too :  Since  we  both  love  him,  let 
us  not  leave  him,  ’till  we  have  call’d  home  the  ill 
hulbandry  of  a  fweet  flraggler :  Pr’ythee,  good  wench, 
ufe  him  well. 

Imp.  So,  fo,  fo. 

Viol. 
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Viol.  If  he  defer ve  not  to  be  ufed  weii,  as  Pd  be  lot^ 
he  Ihould  deferve  it,  I’ll  engage  myfelf,  dear  beauty,  to 
thine  honed  heart ;  Give  me  leave  to  love  him,  and  I’U 
give  him  a  kind  of  leave  to  love  thee.  I  know,  he  hears 
me  3  I  pr’ythee  try  mine  eyes,  if  they  know  him,  that  have 
almoft  drown’d  themfelves  in  their  own  fait  water,  becaufe 
they  cannot  lee  him.  In  troth,  I’ll  not  chide  him  ;  If'  I 
fpeak  words  rougher  than  foft  kilfes,  my  penance  ihall 
be,  to  fee  him  kils  thee,  yet  to  hold  my  peace. 

Frif.  And  that’s  torment  enough :  Alas !  poor  wench ! 
SiTTjp.  She’s  an  afs,  by  the  crown  of  my  maiden-head  > 
I’d  fcratch  her  eyes  out,  if  my  man  flood  in  her  tables. 

Viol.  Good  part’ner,  lodge  mein  thy  private  bed. 

Where,  in  fuppofed  folly,  he  may  end 
Determin’d  fm.  Thou  Imiiefl  3.  1  know  thou  wilt : 

What  loofenefs  may  term  dotage,  truly  read. 

Is  love,  ripe  gather’d,  not  foon  wither’d. 

tmp.  Good  troth,  pretty  wedlock,  thou  makefl  my  little 
eyes  fmart  with  walking  themfelves  in  brine.  .  I  keep  your 
cock  from  his  own  rood !  and  mar  fuch  a  fweet  face  !  and 
wipe  off  that  dainty  red  1  and  make  Cupid  toll  the  bell  for 
your  love-fick  heart!  no,  no,  no 3  if  he  were  'Jove’s  own 
ingle,  Ganymede,  fy,  fy,  fy,  I’li  none :  Your  chamber-fellow 
is  within  3  thou  lhalt  enjoy  my  bed,  and  thine  own  plea- 
fure,  this  night.  Sirnperina,  condudt  in  this  lady.  Frifco^ 
filence  3  ha,  ha,  ha  3  I  am  forry  to  fee  a  woman  fo  tame  a 
fool.  Come,  come,  come. 

Viol.  Star  of  beauty  !  thanks.  O,  who 

Can  bear  this  wrong,  and  be  a  woman  too !  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Camillo,  Hipolito,  Virgilio,  and  others  ;  the  duke, 
and  gentlemen  voith  him  3  Blurt,  and  his  voatch,  on  his 
fidey  with  torches. 

Omnes.  We  are  didionour’d  !  give  us  way  3  he  dies ! 
Duke.  I  charge  you,  by  your  duties  to  the  date. 

And  love  to  gentry,  fheath  your  weapons. 

Blurt.  Stand  1  I  charge  you  3  put  up  your  naked  wea¬ 
pons,  and  we’ll  put  up  our  rudy  bills. 

Cam.  Up  to  the  hilts,  we  will,  in  his  French  body. 

My  lord,  we  charge  you,  by  the  raviHi’d  honour 
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Of  an  Italian  lady,  by  our  wrongs. 

By  that  eternal  blot,  which,  if  this  flave 
Pals  free  without  revenge,  like  leprofy, 

Will  run  over  all  the  body  of  our  fames. 

Give  open  way  to  our  juft  wrath,  left  barr’d - 

Puke.  Gentlemen  — — — 

Cam.  Breaking  the  bonds  of  honour,  and  of  duty. 

We  cut  a  paftage  through  you,  with  our  fwords. 

Omnes.  He  that  withftands  us,  run  him  through. 

Blurt.  I  charge  you,  i’  th’  duke’s  name,  before  his  ov;n 
face,  to  keep  the  peace. 

Cam,  Keep  thou  the  peace,  that  haft  a  peafant’s 
heart. 

JVatch.  Peafant ! 

Cam.  Our  peace  muft  have  her  cheeks  painted  with 
blood. 

Omnes.  Away,  through  * — — 

Blurt.  Sweet  gentlemen,  though  you  have  call’d  the 
duke’s  own  ghoft,  peafant ;  for  I  walk  for  him  i’  th’  night, 
[Kilderkin^  and  Pi]s~breechy  hold  out)  yet  hear  me,  dear 
bloods  j  the  duke  here,  for  fault  of  a  better,  and  myfelf, 
{Cuckoo y  fly  not  hence)  for  fault  of  a  better,  are  to  lay 
you  by  the  heels,  if  you  go  thus,  with  fire  and  fword  j 
for  the  duke  is  the  head,  and  I,  Blurt ,  am  the  pur- 
tenance.  [iVoodcock,  keep  by  my  fide)  Now,  fir  — 

Omnes.  A  plague  upon  this  JVoodcock  1  kill  the 
watch. 

Duke.  Now,  in  the  name  of  manhood,  I  conjure  ye. 
Appear  in  your  true  fiiapes,  Italians  j 
You  kill  your  honours  more,  in  this  revenge, 

Than  in  his  murder.  Stay,  (land,  here’s  the  houfe. 

Blurt.  Right,  fir,  this  is  the  whore-houfe. 

{Here  he  calls y  and  fets  In  his  (laff. 

Duke.  Sheath  all  your  weapons,  worthy  gentlemen  > 

And,  by  my  life,  I  fwear,  if  Fontlnel  , 

Have  ftain’d  the  honour  of  your  fifter’s  bed. 

The  fad  being  death,  I’ll  pay  you  his  proud  head. 

Cam.  Arreft  him  then,  before  our  eyes,  and  fee 
Our  fury  fleeps. 
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Duke.  This  honefl  officer— — 

Blurt.  Blurt\  fir. 

Duke.  Shall  fetch  him  forth.  Go,  firrah,  in  our  name. 
Attach  the  French  lord. 

Blurt.  Garlicky  and  the  reft,  follow  ftrongly. 

\_Exeunt  match. 

Duke.  O,  whaf  a  fcandal  were  it  to  a  ftate. 

To  have  a  ftranger,  and  a  prifoner, 

Murder’d,  by  fuch  a  troop  !  befides,  through  Venice, 

Are  numbers  of  his  countrymen  difperfs’d ) 

Whofe  rage,  meeting  with  yours,  none  can  prevent 
The  milchief  of  a  bloody  confequent. 

Enter  Blurt,  and  his  match ,  holding  Fontinel,  and  his 

weapons.. 

Blurt.  The  duke  is  ivithin  an  inch  of  your  nofe,  and, 
therefore,  I  dare  play  with  it,  if  you  put  not  up ;  De-' 
liver,  1  advifeyou. 

Font.  Yield  up  my  weapons,  and  my  foe  fo  nigh 
Myfelf,  and  weapons,  fliall,  together,  yield) 

Come  any  one )  come  all. - - 

Omnes.  Kill,  kill  the  Frenchman  3  kill  him. 

Duke.  Be  fatisfy’d,  my  noble  countrymen. 

I’ll  truft  you  with  his  life,  fo  you  will  pawn 
The  faiths  of  gentlemen,  no  defperate  hand 
Shall  rob  him  of  it  3  otherwife, ,  he  runs 
Upon  this  dangerous  point,  that  dares  oppofc 
His  rage' againft  our  authority..  French  lord. 

Yield  up  this  ftrength,  our  word  (hall  be  your  guard. 

Font.  Who  denes  death,  needs  none)  he’s  well  prc« 
pared. 

Duke.  My  honeft  fellow,  with  a  good  defence. 

Enter  again,  fetch  out  the  curtezan,. 

And  all  that  are  within; 

Blurt.  Pll  tickle  her  :  It  ftiall  ne’er  be  faid,  that  a  brown 
bill  look’d  pale;  [Exeunt  match. 

Cxm.  Frenchman,  thou  art  indebted  to  cur  duke. 

font.  For  what  ? 

F  £  Cam, 
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Cam  Thy  life :  For,  but  for  him,  thy  foul 
Had,  long  e’er  this,  hung  trembling  in  the  air  > 

Bemg  frighted  from  thy  bofom  with  our  fwords. 

Font.  1  do  not  thank  your  duke  5  yet,  if  you  will. 

Turn  bloody  executioners!  Who  dies 
For  fo  bright  beauty,  is  a  bright  facrifice. 

Duke.  The  beauty  you  adore  fo,  is  prophane : 

The  breach  of  wedlock,  by  our  law,  is  death. 

Font.  Law  I  give  me  law. 

Duke.  With  all  due  fever ity. 

Font.  In  my  love’s  eyes,  immortal  joys  do  dwell  ^ 

She  is  my  heaven  3  fhe  from  me,  I  am  in  hell : 
Therefore,  your  law,  your  law. 

Duke.  Make  way  3  Ihe  comes. 

Enter  Blurt,  leading  Imperia :  W'atch,  with  Violetta, 

masked. 

Imp.  Fy,  fy,  fy. 

Blurt.  Your  fy,  fy,  fy,  nor  your  fogh,  fogh,  fogh,  can¬ 
not  ferve  your  turn  3  you  mufl  now  bear  it  off  with  head, 
and  ftioulders. 

Duke.  Now  fetch  CurvettOy  and  the  Spaniard,  hither) 
Their  punilhments  fhall  lie  under  one  doom. 

What  is  (he  malk’d  ? 

Blurt.  A  punk  too.  Follow,  fellows :  Slubber y  afore. 

\  Exeunt  watch. 

Viol  She  that  is  mafk’d,  is  leader  of  this  mafque. 

.  What’s  here  ?  bows,  bills,  and  guns  I  Noble  Camillo, 

I  am  fare,  you  are  lord  of  all  this  mifrule  3  I  pray. 

For  whofe  fake  do  you  make  this  fwaggering  fray  ? 

Cam.  For  your’s,  and  for  our  own  :  Wc  come,  re- 
folved 

To  murder  him,  that  poifons  your  chafte  bed) 

To  take  revenge  on  you,  for  your  falfe  heart : 

And,  wanton  dame,  our  wrath  here  mufl  not  fleep  3 
Your  fin  being  deepeft,  your  fiiare  fhall  be  mofl  deep. 

Viol.  With  pardon  or  your  grace,  myfelf,  to  you  all. 

At  your  own  weapons,  thus,  do  anlwer  all  : 

For  paying  away  my  heart,  that  was  my  own  > 

Fight 
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Fight  not  to  win  that,  in  good  troth,  *tis  gone  : 

For  my  dear  love’s  abufing  my  chafle  bed, 

And  her  fweet  theft,,  alack  !  you  are  mifled  : 

This  was  a  plot  of  mine,^  only  to  try 

Your  love’s  ftrange  temper j.  Tooth,  I  do  not  lie. 

My  Fontinely  ne’er  dally’d  in  her  arms  j 
She  ne’er  bound  his  heart  with  amorous  charms: 

My  Fontinel  ne’er  loath’d  my  fweet  embracej 
She  ne’er  drew  love’s  pidure  by  his  face  : 

When  he,  from  her  white  hand,  wou’d  flrive  to  go. 

She  never  cry’d,  fy,  fy,  nor  no,  no,  no. 

With  prayers,  and  bribes,  we  hired  her,  to  lie 
Under  that  roof  for  this,  mull  my  love  die  ? 

Who  dare  be  fo  hard-hearted  ?  look  ye,  we  kifs, 

And  if  he  loath  his  Violetta,  —  judge  by  this. 

Font.  O,  fweeteft  Violet  \  I  blulh.  \,Kljs. 

Viol.  Good  figure ! 

Wear  flill  that  maiden  blulh,  but  ftill  be  mine. 

Font.  I  feal  myfelf  thine  own,  with  both  my  hands, 

In  this  true  deed  of  gift :  Gallants,  here  Hands 
This  lady’s  champion  j  at  his  foot  I’li  lie , 

That  dares  touch  her  :  Who  taints  my  conllancy, 

I  I  am  no  man  for  him,  fight  he  with  her. 

And  yield  ;  tor  file’s  a  noble  conqueror 

Duke.  This  combat  fiiali  not  need ;  for  fee,  afiiamed 
!  Of  their  rafii  vows,  thefe  gentlemen,  here  break 

This  fiorm,  and  do  with  hands,  what  tongues  Ihould 
fpeak. 

;  Omnes  All  friends,  all  friends. 

Hip.  Punk,  you  may  laugh  at  this  : 

I  Here’s  tricks  >  out,  mouth,  I’iificp  you  with  a  kifs. 

! 

i  I 

'  ^  Enter  Curvetto,  and  Lazarillo,  led  hy  Blurt,  and  the: 

watch. 

p  Blurt.  Room  5  keep  all  the  fcabs  back,  for  here  comes.; 
Lazarus. 

i,  Duke.  O,  here’s  our  other  fpirits  that  walk  i’  th’  night. 
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Of  your  offence  i  they  charge  your  climbing  up,  i 

To  be,  to  rob  her  ;  If  fb,  then,  by  law, 

Tou  are  to  die,  unlefs  Die  marry  you.  i 

Jmp.  I !  fy,  fy,  fy  j  I  will  be  bum’d  to  allies  firll. 

Curv.  How  die  !  or  marry  her !  then  call  me  daw :  * 

Marry  her!  Ihe’s  more  common  than  the  law.  *; 

For  boys  to  call  me  ox  >  no,  I  am  not  drunk  j  ! 

I’ll  play  with  her,  but,  hang  her,  wed  no  punk. 

I  lhall  be  a  hoary  courtier  then,  indeed. 

And  have  a  perilous  head  j  then,  I  were  befl 
Lie  clofe,  lie  clofe,  to  hide  rru’’  forked  creft. 

No,  fy,,  fy,  fy,  hang  me  before  the  door 
Where  I  was  drown’d,  e’er  I  marry  with  a  whore: 

Duke.  Well,  fignior,  for  we  rightly  underfland, . 

From  your  accufers,  how  you  flood  her  guefl,  I 

We  pardon  you,  and  pals  it  as  a  iefl ; 

And,,  for  the  Spaniard  fped  fo  hardly  too, 

Difcharge  him^.  Blurt  >  lignior,  we  pardon  you.  y 

Blurt.  Sir,  he’s  not  to  be  difcharged,  nor  fo  to  be  fhot  : 
off ;  I  have  put  him  into  a  new  fuit,  and  have  enter’d  j 
into  him,  with  an  adtion  :  He  owes  me  two  and  thirty  | 
Ihillings.  '} 

Laz.  It  is  thy  Honour  to  have  me  die  in  thy  debt. 

Blurt.  It  would  be  more  honour  to  thee  to  pay  me> 
before  thou  diefl*:  Twenty  Ihillings  of  this  debt,  came  out 
of  his  nofe.  ^ 

Laz:  Bear  wrtnefs>  great  duke,  he’s  paid  twenty  f 

Ihillings.  i 

Blurt.  Signior,  no  >  you  cannot  fmoak  me  fo  :  He  took  ;# 
twenty  Biillings  of  itj,  in  a  fume  3  and  the  reft  1  charge  1 
him  with,  for  his  lying.  ■  | 

Laz.  My  lying,  mofl  pityful  prince,  was  abominable.  ■  j 
Blurt.  did  lie,  for  the  time,  as  well  as  any  knight  of 
the  poll  did  ever  lie  -  , 

Laz.  I  do  here  put  off  thy  fuit,  and  appeal  j  I  warn  thee  ' 
to  the  court  of  confcience,  and  will  pay  thee  by  two  pence 
a  week,  which  I  will  rake  out  of  the  hot  embers  of  to-  ^  ' 
bacco  afhes,  and  then  travel  on  foot  to  the  Indies,  for 
more  gold,  whofe  red  cheeks  I  will  kifs,  and  beat  thee, 
Blurt,  if  thou  watch  for  me; 
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•  Hip.  There  be  many  of  your  countrymen  in  Irehndy 
fignior)  travel  to  them. 

Laz,.  No,  I  will  fall  no  more  into  bogs. 

Diike.  Sirrah,  his  debt  ourfelf  will  fatisfy. 

Blurts  Blurt y  'my  lord,  dare  take  your  word  for  as  much 
more. 

Duke.  And  fince  this  heat  of  fury  is  all  fpent. 

And  tragick  lhapes,  meet  comical  event  5 
'Let  this  bright  morning  merrily  be  crown’d. 

With  dances,  banquets,  and  choice  mufick’s  found. 

[Exeunt  Omne^. 


FINIS. 


Advertifement. . 

speedily  will  be  Publifl^d^ 

V  O  G  E  s,:i 

^  I 

DANGEROUS  ? 


adventures,  ^ 

And  Imminent 


ESCAPES,! 

O  F  j 

Capt.  Richard  Falconer  :  . 

CONTAINING,  j 


The  Laws,  Cuftoms,  and  Manners,  of  the  Indians 
m  AMERICA:  His  Shipwrecks :  His  marrying  ^ 
an Wife:  His  narrow  Efcape  from  the  1 
ifland  of  Dominico : 

V 

Intermix’d  with 


The  Voyages,  and  Adventures,  of  THOMAS  'I 
KA  H  DA  L  of  (7  O  il  A',  Pilot,  with  his  Shipwreck 
in  the  Baltlck^  being  the  only  Perlbn  that  elcaped :  ■ 

His  being  taken  by  the  Indians  \xi  Virginia^  ^c.  and, 
an  Account  of  his  Death. 


Bold  were  the  Men,  who,  on  the  Ocean  firft 
Spread  their  new  Sails,  when  Shipwreck  was  the  word;  % 
More  Danger,  now,  from  Man  alone,  we  find, 

Than  from  the  Rocks,  the  Billows,  or  the  Wind. 

W  ALLER.  . 
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